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I still cannot believe that it hasn't even been a year since I first started writing my ideas down. Even when I was a child, I always had thoughts rolling around in my head of great characters and the adventures they pursued, but I never wrote them out. In this day in age, technology makes things so much easier for independent authors to have a chance at sharing their dreams with others.
I want to thank all of the other authors out there and code monkeys for making my dreams of sharing the crazy thoughts in my head possible. Whoever invented the e-reader also gets a big tip of the hat from me, for envisioning a world where we can carry hundreds, if not thousands, of books with us everywhere we go. 
Reading is important to all of us, so make sure you pick up a book today. There are so many different adventures out there for you to explore. Thanks for choosing one of mine to discover. I hope you enjoy.
 
 
 
 



Chapter 1
A great way to piss me off
 
“Paul, I am really hoping you are getting a start on April Fools’ Day a few months in advance,” I say into my phone seething at the sight before me and this is after I have had a chance to calm down. “I like you and all, but this may just be a killing offense.” 
The open package sitting on the desk in my apartment arrived five minutes ago and the glee I felt when I saw it was very short lived after I opened it. Everyone knows I take my weapons seriously, so using them to play a joke on me is practically suicidal.
“Slaughter, what seems to be the problem,” Paul replies in a calm voice. I didn't think he knew me well enough to be used to my temper tantrums, but apparently he does. Most people would have replied back in a scared voice while they were pissing their pants if they heard that tone from me. I like that I can have that effect on people.
“Are you going to tell me you don't know what I found when I opened my package from your place of business?” I have been doing business with the man for years now; he had to have known I wouldn't find this funny.
“Please tell me there wasn't a mix-up with your order.” I cannot tell if he is just acting or if he really doesn’t know what is going on.
“If that's what you want to call it. I don't tend to go around ordering handcuffs and blank rounds. Even when I am just target shooting, I use live ammo and you know I tend to kill any of the bad guys I go after. What am I supposed to do with handcuffs?”
If you were to ask one of my mates that question, I am sure they would have all sorts of fun ideas, but right now I really don't want to think about them. My mind already spends way too much time in the gutter.
“Oh crap,” Paul curses softly under his breath. “We have a new guy, Larry, that has been shipping out our orders. The guy is missing way more than just a few brain cells and must have gotten things mixed up. It sounds like you got the order meant for the movie crew.” Great. Why in the world would they let someone who is obviously incompetent ship out orders with weapons? Talk about a giant fail. I am scared to know what else this idiot might have messed up.
“What do you mean ‘the movie crew’?” This is the first I am hearing about any movie crew being within the general vicinity of Night Owl City. Paranorms don't have their own set of actors, so I have to assume this crew is human. Who in their right mind would allow them access to our city? I know the answer to that; I am just hoping it isn’t really true.
“You haven't heard? That surprises me a little because I am sure Sebastian and Alex both know about it. The Collective, in their infinite stupidity, allowed a Hollywood crew to come and shoot the latest film in some stupid human adventure series. Why they think mixing a bunch of humans with us paranorms will have a positive outcome, is beyond me.” 
Good. I am not the only one that thinks this won't end well. I know I grew up thinking I was a human and one “human” in this town was more than most of the inhabitants could take. Bring in a hundred of them and mass chaos is bound to ensue.
This won’t be the first time my two mates kept something from me. I imagine they were trying to keep my blood pressure down as long as they could. I doubt it would have worked much longer, especially if my little minion, Phee, got a hold of the news. She isn't very good about keeping her mouth shut. 
These days if she gets too talkative around me, I just have her little mate Sam shove something in her mouth to keep it busy. Okay, that came out all wrong. I meant his tongue, not the appendage I am sure most minds would have thought of by my comment. I wager that my mind isn't the only one in the gutter.
“Sebastian and Alex must have forgotten to mention that little detail. The Collective isn't hard up for money, so I wonder what this movie crew could have offered to make them actually think this is a good idea. Right now, it isn't my concern. What is my concern is where my new shrapnel bullets and gun are at the present moment. If I got the movie's package, I sure as Hell hope they didn't receive mine.” No good can come from them having my gun in their possession.
“I haven't received a call from them yet, but I am afraid that may be the case. I can send someone down to retrieve your order and get this taken care of,” Paul responds eagerly ready to fix the mistake. This is the first mistake that has happened with any of my orders. Paul tends to take really good care of me.
“Don't bother with that. I have their order, so I might as well go make the exchange myself.” I would like to check out the visitors anyway. I assume eventually they will cause problems that make it to my door. I should get the lay of the land now. If I know who’s who, I will know who needs to be yelled at later.
 “Thanks Nyx. In the future, I will make sure to see to your shipping personally. I know better than to allow the same mistake to happen twice.”
“I like the sound of that. You are still my favorite sales clerk, Paul. I will talk to you next week,” I tell him as I hang up the phone.
“I told you he would take care of everything,” Sebastian says as he releases my neck. He found it amusing to suck and nibble on it for the entire phone conversation. I was angry enough that I could pretend he wasn't trying his hardest to get me hot and bothered.
He seems to like me walking around with his marks visible on my neck and the ones he left on it a week ago had finally just disappeared. It has been three weeks since we took our relationship to the next level and spent a very long night getting to know every part of each other’s body. I felt the initiation into the world of passion would last me for a while and, so far, it has. 
We haven't had any more bed sheet crumpling interludes, but I know I won't be able to last much longer. I am trying to not turn into a total slave to his loving and at the same time I am trying to respect the fact that our relationship has a third wheel.
Instead of being upset about me and Sebby's relationship moving past the hand holding stage, Alex was actually really excited about the fact that I was now versed in the art of multiple orgasms in a given night. His kisses have amped up in their heat and he has actually moved to second base after getting a good grope of my lady lumps.
Surprisingly, I didn't cut off any body parts when he took it to that level. Instead, I shamelessly ground my body up against him and proceeded to rub myself on his leg until I was screaming in climax. It was not one of my finer moments and, thankfully, we were in the privacy of my bedroom, even though the guards got the sound effects. I am sure my lapse in judgment had to do with the fact that I now can feel what Sebastian does and he was really turned on at that moment.
That is my story and I am sticking to it. I have to say it is really unfair that they seem to be teaming up against me in hopes of either of them getting some action.
“Paul was very informative, but you, of course, heard that part. Why didn't you guys tell me about the film crew?” I ask spinning around in his arms. 
“Things have been going so good for us; we didn't want to burn bread. I am sure they will come in and do their thing, then leave in a couple of months. We have more important things to worry about.” He is right, but everyone knows how much I hate being left out. 
“You guys are still in trouble, so don't think you are going to be able to talk your way out of this,” I say in a huff and wiggle my way out of his grasp. “Do you know where the crew is set up? I need to go make an exchange.”
I head towards my bedroom to grab my Hellhound Clyde's leash. If I am going out, I might as well take the time to walk the baby. I cannot exactly call him a baby anymore, since he is almost up to my hip now. That would be knee level on any of the Amazons that run around with me on a given day. So far, his growth spurt hasn't stopped and I am dreading the day he is taller than me. Maybe when he reaches that point I can ride him around like a horse.
“They are set up on the south edge of town,” Jake replies from his usual place laid out on one of the couches. “The leading lady in the movie is someone who I have been getting to know, if you know what I mean.” He adds a little wink thinking it will help with his description.
That figures. If it is over the age of eighteen and has boobs, Jake is trying to get in its pants. One of these days he is going to come home missing his dick and I don't think I will feel sorry for him.
“Maybe we should leave you home for this trip,” I say coming back out to join my group of guys. Right now, the group is missing my vampire guards because they went out for dinner, but Jonas, Jake, Alex, Sebby, and Walt are all here. Pretty soon we are going to need more furniture, or maybe I can finally convince them they need to find a clubhouse somewhere else.
“You wouldn't do that,” Jake says pouting like the two-year-old he acts on most days. He would be spending a lot of time in his room without supper if he really was two.
“Are we betting on this?” I ask knowing that he knows better than to try to tell me what I “would do”.
“No, of course not. It's just with the vamps leaving town for their big meeting, I won't have as much free time to partake in my extracurricular activities.” He just had to go and remind me of the trip. I had been doing so well forgetting it was going to happen.
There is some big conference for vampires going on in Emerald Town this weekend. Sebastian is required to go because of his kingly status, but he refuses to let me attend. I threw my biggest fit and tried everything short of stripping down naked and putting a bow on me to get him to change his mind. Nothing has worked and I don't like the idea of being separated from him for that long.
This new bond makes me all wacky about those types of things. I hate feeling so dependent on him. He is only going to be a few hours away and it feels like he is on his way to Antarctica. There is also something about the trip that just isn't sitting right with me. I don't know what it is, but I have a belly full of dread.
“I am sure you will live with not seeing your new inflatable doll for a couple of days. If I have to live without Sebastian for that long, you sure as Hell will live without your girl of the week,” I say attaching Clyde's leash to his collar.
“You still have Alex here to warm your bed, so that is not the same thing at all,” he whines and I start to ponder just shooting him. I would make sure the bullet isn't silver, but if he wants to whine, I will give him something to whine about.
“I am going to put an end to this conversation now,” Alex pipes in. “There will not be a good outcome for you if you continue it, Jake.” Of course, Alex knows that for a fact, since he can see what is turning around in my melon.
“Let's go make this package exchange and hope no one tried out one of my bullets thinking it was a blank. The way those bullets spread would leave a very large whole in a person and those humans probably wouldn't recover as easily as one of us,” I say leading Clyde to the elevator with my entourage quickly following behind.
I love it when they just do what I command.
 
 



Chapter 2
If it involves the bedroom and other people, really TMI
 
You’d think the residents of Night Owl City, at some point, would get used to seeing our group of misfits walking down the street. We still get more stares than I think we are worth. It might be that Clyde seems to be visibly bigger every time we leave the house, but even that should get old quick. Everyone knows what he is, it isn’t a big revelation he grows rapidly.
Some days, if I am looking to stir up trouble, I yell, “It’s the bat signal,” while pointing up into the sky. I then proceed to spread my wings and fly around the block. I don’t pay attention to current TV shows or movies, but I have been known to read a comic book in my day. It was when I was really bored so don’t judge me. I am working on ways to integrate other superheroes into my antics, but, so far, Batman is the only one I have tried out.
After Clyde waters his favorite tree, the only tree available for him within miles, we head back to my Suburban to make the trip to the movie set. With a group this large, we don’t have a lot of choices unless we want to take separate vehicles, which no one ever wants to do. They must really love my mad driving skills. 
Now that Clyde is bigger, he doesn’t get to sit up in the front with me and whichever lucky guy rides shotgun. I say they are lucky because Clyde always gets revenge for him not being able to sit in the seat. There have been a lot of shoes turning up as chew toys or mistaken as a toilet. It is a good thing the guys aren’t crazy about their footwear, not that they could or would actually do anything to get back at Clyde. They know it would upset me, so they just buy new shoes when they need to and try to slip him extra pieces of meat to get on his good side. 
Trying to teach Clyde manners is still slow going. He has stopped growling at everyone he sees, most of the time, and at least pretends to sleep in his own bed. A couple of times a week, I wake up to find him trying to cuddle with me, which is a lot harder for him since he has grown. He does his darndest, though. I kind of miss having his little body curled in next to mine.
“I am sure everyone else in the car knows where we are going, so someone needs to direct the mushroom amongst us,” I say climbing into the driver’s seat after getting Clyde settled in the seat behind me.
“They have things set up in Back Alley Business Park. If you head that way you can’t miss it,” Sebastian replies taking his seat next to me. I bet he thinks that since he will be out of town for the next couple of days, his shoes will be safe. I am pretty sure Clyde's memory is better than an elephant’s, so I figure a late night snack will be coming in the days ahead.
Back to the task at hand, I still cannot believe everyone thought I wouldn’t notice a bunch of extra humans milling around the town. My business has been doing pretty good, but not that good. I spend half of my time next to the local den of iniquity and I envision some of those humans are going to try to take a walk on the wild side, bringing them practically right to my door.
“Does anyone other than Jake know anything about these visitors?” I ask as I get our journey underway. With my lack of time spent in front of the television or in the movie theater, I doubt I will actually recognize any of the names they could give me. They may as well just list off a bunch of dead people, the names will mean that little to me.
“We have run scans on all of them. Supposedly, the director, the leading man, and the people funding the project are big names. Jake’s little girl toy is new to the scene and she is looking to make a name for herself. I expect she is going to have all sorts of stories for the tabloids about her doing it doggie style.” Alex replies.
“Too much information,” I say trying to wipe dirty images from my mind. Thankfully, I haven’t seen the girl yet, so the images are mostly generic.
“I think the majority of the crew is hoping to engage in as many fantasies as possible while they are in town. I have already been approached about hosting a party at Sins once they wrap up filming,” Sebastian supplies.
“And your answer to the request was?” Please prove to me I don't have a dummy for a mate, I think quickly to myself before he gives his answer.
“I don’t want to be responsible for a bunch of humans, who are most likely going to get themselves killed because they don’t know their limits. I told them it was best if they keep their party amongst their own species,” he replies clearly agitated even by the thought of having hordes of humans in his place of business.
Good. Taking in a show is one thing, but them actually trying to be a part of it would be crazy. It is doubtful the vamps in town would turn any of them down if they wanted to be dinner, but unless you are Jake, who really only has one teeny brain, no paranorm is going to get intimate with a human. We tend to have just a little too much energy for them and the bruises just won’t heal fast enough. That is what I hear anyway.
“Any ideas on why the Collective let them in?” It still doesn't make much sense to me. The human world may know about us freaks, but we still have many secrets we don't want getting out. Bringing in a crew with cameras doesn't seem like a very smart idea to me.
“I figure they have finally lost all touch with reality. It is the only explanation that makes a bit of sense,” Jonas offers from the backseat. As far as he is concerned, their grasp on reality has been nonexistent for a long time.
“It is a very odd move on their part. They don't do anything without a reason, though. I expect we will be enlightened soon enough. I don't think whatever it is will hurt us, so for now we just need to keep our eyes open,” Alex says.
I hope the visitors take one look at me and decide to give me a wide berth. I don’t think I look frightening enough to pull that off, but I can still dream. Too much exposure to humans gives me a rash. It is a rash only I can see and feel, but it is there and I like to try to avoid it.
“When exactly are you leaving, Sebby?” I have avoided asking the specific question as part of my tantrum. I have been trying my hardest to pretend there wasn't going to be a separation, but the weekend is fast approaching, so I have to prepare.
“It will most likely have to be right after this little errand. I need to get there early to make sure everything is set up properly and there are no issues with the lodging arrangements. A lot of these vampires that are coming in don't get along too well with each other, so there is a lot of shuffling that needs to be done.”
“I still don't see why you are making me stay behind. I am a vampire, too. I should get to come to your little party.” I know his reasons, since I have heard them fifty times over the last week or so, but I refuse to acknowledge them.
Sebastian sighs, probably wishing he would have recorded himself giving me his arguments the first time so he wouldn't have to repeat himself. “First, it is not a party. It is a meeting of all the vampires not choosing to be governed by the Collective. We make decisions on where our species is heading in the following year and appoint heads of the different regions. Vampires from all over the world will be flying in for this summit.
“It would not be an atmosphere I want you caught up in. There will be no doubt to these people that you aren't just a vampire and making all of them believe what you really are would be impossible when we don't even know your third nature. Next year, you will be able to join me. By then, your father will have told you what you are and we can build a stronger case for you being included in the craziness of the weekend.”
“I could have Ben just make me up some of that vampire boost potion, so the other vampires wouldn't sense anything else on me,” I provide. I haven't heard from Ben for a while, but he told me all I have to do is say his name and he will come running.
“Come on, Nyx,” Alex says from somewhere behind me. “We are going to have a great weekend alone without Sebastian. We can find some woods outside of town and go for a midnight stroll, just the two of us. Maybe I can show you what it is really like to do it doggie style.” 
He must have that phrase on his mind. Maybe a couple of smacks to his head will remove it because that is so not happening. Well, the midnight stroll perhaps, but getting it on as wolves is not something I see transpiring anytime in the near future, or probably ever. Since he can read my mind, I don't even bother voicing my opinion aloud.
“Maybe one day,” he says not letting my thoughts drown all of his hopes. There tends to be a lot of wishful thinking done on his part.
“I cannot believe you are leaving me alone with him,” I tell Sebastian trying to change my tactic.
“You have your uncle around now to protect you. I am sure Walt won't let Alex do anything you don't want. Clyde will probably ensure that as well.”
Damn it. I just don't feel good about his leaving. I don't know what it is, but there is something just off about it and I want to either make him stay or convince him he needs to take me along. Maybe I can just follow after him and play his shadow for once.
“You do remember that you cannot do that anymore, right? I will know your plans and just make Alex tie you up to a bed. You can just envision the fun he would have with you in that position,” Sebastian's voice says curling around my mind. Stupid new bond. I now not only have Alex's dirty mind to contend with in my head, but Sebastian has also started to intrude.
Rumor is this is the way bonds are supposed to work, but who wants anyone else to have the ability to roam around in their mind. I, being the lucky person I am, get not only one person able to do it, but two. If I think about it, I wouldn't doubt if Ben was also able to read me like a book. He seems to always know what I am thinking and can hear what the guys say when they communicate telepathically with me. It really is too much for one girl to take.
More and more each day, taking an ice pick to the noggin sounds like a good idea. Maybe after a lobotomy, they won't be able to get in. I have read in books that there should be a way for me to build walls to limit when they can sneak in and what information they are able to get out. I have been unsuccessful in actually making it work, though. I hope that with more practice it will eventually become a reality.
On the road ahead, I see a mess of trailers and people running around. I imagine I am in the right place, so I pull over into a parking spot and prepare myself for the joyous task of conversing with humans. I don't see any ambulances, so I think I made it in time before someone was turned into Swiss cheese.
I choose not to consider the fact that Night Owl City doesn't have any ambulances.
 
 



Chapter 3
Take that, you big buffoon
 
“Quiet on the set,” a man with a booming voice yells as we make our way towards the set. I see that he is yelling through a megaphone, so in reality he probably sounds like a troll. Trolls have really odd nasally voices. I have only met one of their species; maybe I am just making generalizations that aren’t true.
We reach the crowd watching a scene play out. It looks like the leading man is chasing a bad guy around their cutaway house. I have chased enough bad guys that it doesn’t really appeal to me and it looks ridiculously fake in my opinion. All the darting around the furniture is a little much. Dude, just jump over it and tackle the man. 
When the leading man takes out a gun and aims it at the bad guy, I jump into motion. If they have my bullets in that gun, I cannot allow them to just kill each other. Sometimes I hate my annoying conscience.
With my speed, I am on the gun wielder in seconds and tackle him to the ground. A loud whoosh of air escapes his lips and I am pretty sure I have left a few bruises. Better discolored than dead, at least that is my way of thinking.
“What in the world is going on?” I hear someone shout as we make contact with the hard fake floor. Wow, the man really does sound like a troll. I was just joking when I originally thought that might be the case.
I wrestle the gun out of the guy’s hand and quickly flip it open to find my rounds in the chamber. The fact that it is the gun I was expecting to be delivered today made it pretty obvious what I was going to find. Seriously, they couldn’t tell those weren’t blanks? I close the chamber and stand up keeping the gun in my possession.
“Just who do you think you are, barging into my scene like that?” a very irate looking man with salt and pepper hair says towering over me. It is the troll and my guess is that he is the director.
As with most humans, I am not impressed. Sure, he is taller than me making him seem large, but a five-year-old can also loom over me. He is a bit on the portly side and has dark cocoa eyes to go with the graying hair.
“I am retrieving my property before you idiots kill each other,” I say walking over to Jake who is holding the box we brought with us. I take it away from him and shove it into the yelling man's hands. “Here are your handcuffs and blank ammunition. You might want to get a better prop person if you thought my rounds were blanks.” 
For effect, I point my gun at an empty chair nearby that is free from bystanders and shoot at it. It basically disintegrates as my bullet and its pieces rip through it. Startled gasps are heard around the set. Just think of the noises they would have made if it hit a person. Larry from Tango Charlie would need to get a very good lawyer.
Having retrieved my goods, I am ready to leave, so I begin to guide my group back to our vehicle. I see Jake wink at someone and can only assume it is his girlfriend. I smack his arm to get him into motion. He can flirt on someone else's time.
“Wait,” a man's voice says running to catch up with us. Clyde doesn't like his approach and turns to growl causing the man to slow down. 
I pause for a second, not even bothering to turn around. I know it is the man I tackled just from the scent that he is giving off. He doesn't immediately say anything else, so I am forced to prompt him. “I don't have all day. Speak, or I am out of here.”
“I have two questions. What is your name and just what are you? For as little as you are, I know you cannot be human when you tackled me with that much force.”
“My name is Nyx, not that it is any of your concern. Just what species I am, you will never find out, nor do you need to know. Just pray you don't have to see me after today,” I tell him and continue with my walk. 
I didn't get a good look at the guy, but I already have enough man problems. I don't really need to pique the interest of some human. I got my gun back and that is what I came here to do.
“Excuse me, miss, but I was wondering if you had any acting experience?” The director type person has caught up with us because of our delay. He seems to have forgiven me for ruining his scene. “I am Gene Phillips, I am sure you have heard the name before, and I am looking for a female that could do some fighting sequences for us.”
Damn it. I should have let Paul send his gofer to take care of the exchange. This is turning into a hassle.
I spin around so I can make sure my point is heard loud and clear. My fuse is really short today to begin with and it just ran out. “You are a human, so your name means nothing to me. I came here to get my new gun and I am leaving now. I don't act and would probably kill anyone you tried to get to fight against me. I don't care how big and macho your leading man is. Five seconds in a fight with me and he would probably never be able to have kids again.” 
I can see the leading man now and he is very well filled out, as far as humans go. He stands as tall as Sebastian, so I would say he is 6'4”. He has short, dark hair; the length makes it hard to tell if it is black or a dark brown. He has ice blue eyes that are probably contacts in place for the movie because they don’t seem to match with his general complexion. There is a thin white scar that runs the length of his left cheek. Again, chances are that is just for his character.
“Are you sure? I think Will could handle it. We have a few women we are trying, but none of them have made the fight scenes realistic enough,” the director says trying to push his case. Great. The humans don't seem to understand English. I just tackled the guy, what even makes them think I can fight? Just because I make a good bulldozer, doesn’t automatically equate to great fighting acumen. Most people look at me and think I belong safe at home behind an apron, even with the guns usually strapped to my sides.
“We could at least try a scene together,” the lead guy, who I am taking is Will, says to try to help the director. “I promise I would go easy on you.”
I hear every one of my guys chuckle under their breath at the comment. The taunt, of course, makes me want to teach the guy a lesson. I don't think he realizes what he has done.
“Sure, we can give it a try. I should warn you that only one of the guys next to me can actually beat me in a fair fight.” Let's see what he has to say about that. Sebastian is the only one that can kick the crap out of me. Alex and Walt are pretty much even with me in skills and Jonas is almost to their level. Jake is good, but I can for sure beat him.
Will looks over at the guys and just shakes his head like I am making up a story. “Let's give it a try.” I warned him, so whatever happens is his own fault.
“Out of curiosity, how much can you bench press?” I ask. The man has some muscles, but I doubt he can beat me in any of the different kinds of strength determinations. 
“395,” he replies with a wink that indicates he thinks it is impressive. “You?”
“I can lift a good 650 with about any muscle you ask me to,” I inform him.
He looks me up and down and his smile spreads even wider across his face. “Can I get some private demonstrations on those different muscles in action?” I forgot I was dealing with someone of the male persuasion. I should have been more careful with my wording.
“She is taken,” Alex and Sebastian say simultaneously.
“By who?” Will asks glancing back and forth between the two of them. I think he is trying to judge whether he could take either of them in a fight. The answer would be not unless he wants to become a pancake.
“Both of us,” Sebastian answers for the duo.
“Really? You too much for one man to handle?” he questions turning his gaze back to me.
“It is not by choice and I thought you wanted to try a test fight scene. Let's get on with that and you can find out for yourself how hard it would be for anyone to handle me.”
“Right this way,” Director Gene says ushering us to an open space on the set. It appears he wants to move this along before it becomes an all-out fight.
I crack my neck a few times and do a couple of stretches. I really don't think this is going to tax my system all that much, so I don't waste too much time. Will starts hopping around from foot to foot and practices a little weaving. I cannot decide if I want to take it easy on him in hopes of not totally embarrassing him, or just obliterate him with a few punches.
“Come on, Tinkerbell. Let's get this fight started,” he taunts. 
Obliterate it is.
For fun, I do two flips to land right in front of him. He sees me coming, so he goes to swing his right fist at me. I weave out of the way and do a quick leg sweep to knock him on the ground. He springs back up and tries to land a punch in my midsection, on his way to his feet. He is borderline fast. Fast may not be the right word, but he does have some speed to him. Too bad for him, it won’t be enough against the likes of me.
I block the shot and catch his fist in my hand. I squeeze tightly using about half of my strength. I see him wince, but he doesn't cry out like I was hoping. I let go and land my own punch to his gut, which causes him to double over. While he is in that position, I place a good uppercut to his jaw before the fight is interrupted. Will is laid out on the ground, so I don't think there would have been much more action as far as he is concerned.
“This was a bad idea,” Gene says moving to stand in between us. Hey, I tried to warn him it wasn’t going to be a fair fight. “We can see you can fight, but in our scenes we don't connect the punches with that much force, if at all. We cannot have our leading man all bruised up before we really get into filming.”
“He asked for it,” I remind the director. Don't they have makeup artists to take care of any marks I leave behind? He got me all riled up and now I don't get to take my aggression out. I think there is a punching bag with my name on it back at the fort.
“You are right, we wanted to see what a fight scene would look like with you and I think we got the information we needed. If you don't want to actually do the fighting yourself, would you at least consider working as a fight coordinator for us?”
 “No. We need to be going,” I say ready to leave these crazy humans in my dust. Sebastian is preparing to leave and I need to make sure to give him a proper, clothed, send off.
“At least take my card,” he says shoving a small rectangle of paper into my hand. “Maybe something will change your mind.”
Doubtful, but I am tired of arguing, so I put the card in my pocket. I turn my back and walk away vowing nothing is going to stop me this time. Miraculously, nothing does and we make it back to the Suburban without any further interruptions. 
“You make friends everywhere you go, don't you?” Walt says with a laugh as we climb back in the Suburban. He has been around long enough to know just how easily people attach themselves to me. People tend to either love me or hate me. I wish there were less people on the loving side of things. I deal with fighting better than hugging.
“I know. It is a curse,” I say taking the slow way back home to try to prolong my time with Sebastian. Even the slow route doesn’t take that much time and we arrive back at the penthouse before I know it.
 
 



Chapter 4
Good-byes are never easy
 
“Why don't you send Marcus ahead to take care of the last minute details?” I ask Sebastian as I sit on my bed and watch him pack a few things from my room. His bag is full of his stuff already, but he wants to take some things that have my scent. It is a little creepy, but I allow it as long as he steers clear of my underwear drawer. That would be crossing the line. Although, I don’t doubt he has already pilfered from there for the nights he doesn’t share my bed.
“Marcus is coming with me and will be dealing with a lot of those issues, but I still need to be there. Believe me, this separation is not going to be any easier for me,” he says coming over to caress my face. Sadly, a little caress isn’t going to make things any better.
“Something bad is going to happen,” I say voicing, yet again, my dread.
“You will be safe. Alex won't let anything happen to you and you know you can defend yourself against anyone. Stop worrying. People are going to forget what a bad ass you really are if you sit around and complain all day,” he tells me as he leans down to kiss my forehead. When he is done, he lifts me up to my feet and walks me out of the room.
At the present moment, I don’t care if everyone in the world thinks I am a giant sap. I really don’t want Sebastian to go on this trip. As far as I am concerned, it isn’t truly about our bond and the distance that will be separating us.
“It isn't me I am worried about. Make sure you have at least Marcus with you at all times. I know Dante is going to be hanging close because of Alan being at the summit, but I don't trust him as much as Marcus and don't get me started on Smitty.” None of the vamps have returned from their dinner, so I feel free to voice my concerns. Well, at least some of my concerns. If I really got going, he would be delayed at least a week.
“Nothing will happen and I am always well-guarded at these things. Alan may try to call me out, but after about a hundred losses on his part, I doubt he will want to go through the embarrassment again.” Nothing he can say will reassure me. If he put himself in a giant impenetrable bubble suit for the weekend, I would still worry about something happening. Yes, it is that severe of a feeling. He is supposed to have some clairvoyance abilities. Why aren’t they cluing him in on the problem? My stupid woman’s intuition is shouting the issue from the rooftops.
“Fine. Have it your way, but if something happens to you I am going to severely hurt you when you get back. Even if you come back as dust, I will find a way to resurrect you, just so I can beat you down. In that case, I will probably end up killing you again just for the Hell of it. Then I will go about starting the process all over until I feel you have learned your lesson.”
“Now that is something I would love to see. I have to go, but we will talk every day either by phone or mind, so I am sure you won't even notice I am gone.”
“With Ben's help, I am sure I could accomplish the task of resurrection, so you better keep your eyes open,” I say trying to work myself out of my funk. I have plenty of stuff to fill my days while he is away and Alex and I have been getting along pretty well, so it isn't like I will have time to mope or feel like I am not getting enough attention. 
“I love you, always,” he says as we make our way to the elevator. I refuse to walk him down and watch him fly away. Our good-bye is being said here.
“And I you,” I reply. He drops his bag and lifts me up into his arms to bring us face-to-face. He tilts his head to the right and I follow suit as our lips meet. 
Kissing has never been an issue for us and this time is no different. I open my mouth immediately to allow him in for a quick war of tongues. Neither of us wants to give the other the satisfaction of leading the kiss and it turns into an all-out battle. It is a common occurrence between us and usually I will let him win, but this time I am determined to be the victor.
Way too soon, he pulls back and just hugs me close. He quickly lets go and hits the elevator button. “I will call when I get there. Like I said, you won’t even know I am gone,” he says stepping into the elevator still trying to convince me everything will be fine.
“Be safe,” I reiterate and wave at him as the doors close.
“Finally. I thought he would never leave,” Jake says breaking my moment. “Who is up for having a big party while the fuddy-duddy is away?”
“Do you ever know when to keep your mouth shut? It isn’t the right time for comments like that,” Jonas says throwing one of Clyde’s toys at the jerk. I haven’t spun around to face them, yet, but I hear the telltale squeak of one of the few toys Clyde hasn’t gutted. We had to stop buying anything with stuffing from the beginning. He moved on to pillows when we took the toys away, but I think he has finally grown out of that stage.
“What? You know everyone here was thinking it,” Jake says defending himself. Most days it is hard to remember he is actually older than me. 
“Last I checked this was my place of residence, not Sebastian's. He may own the building, but the apartment is mine, so I believe I would be Ms. Fuddy-Duddy to you,” I say walking over to the couch he is laying on and I swat his legs off to make room for me.
“We could invite all of your new friends from the movie set,” Jake suggests not giving up on his party idea.
“Alex, do you actually do mental capacity testing on your guards? I am pretty sure Jake fell through the cracks.” He undoubtedly hit his head a few times on the way through those cracks.
“Jake has always been a little, how should I say it, on the special side of things,” Alex replies jokingly.
“It is probably because his little brain does all his thinking,” Jonas supplies stating a well-known fact. One that Jake is often teased about, as it is brought up at least thirty times a day. You would think we would get tired of talking about it, but, so far, it hasn’t happened. 
“I think I have had enough of this conversation. Don't we need to get you down to your office or something?” Jake asks already growing tired of being made fun of. He is usually good for at least a few comebacks.
“Not really. I finished all my paperwork on the Miller case yesterday and my phone hasn’t rung all day,” I inform him.
“So what, are we just going to sit around here and stare at each other all night?” he replies and stands to start pacing around the room.
Obviously, sitting around for a quiet evening at home is going to be out of the question. I have been working non-stop lately. My cases haven’t been extremely exciting. In three weeks’ time, I have only been able to kill two people, both members of a crazy werewolf cult that has decided turning wolf and tearing humans to shreds is a good pastime. I have been hired to kill others, but the cases behind the contracts were too weak for me to see them through.
 Most of my time has been used to build support groups within our community for victims of crimes. It makes no sense to me that I am the one driving these efforts, but I have to see Phee most days and I don’t like to think of anyone else ending up like she was after her assault. If her mom hadn’t thought to call me, my little minion might not have been around to drive me batty.
Part of the new program is me training more students on how to defend themselves. So far, my little group has expanded to ten, including Sam and Phee. The guards assist a lot to try to help keep my sanity intact. 
My oldest recruit is my age and started with no experience. It has only been a week since we really got things going, but there has been noticeable improvement from all of the pupils. Phee has even been allowed to start wearing her knife sheaths. We are progressing towards firepower, but I am still hesitant.
“The kids probably wouldn’t mind an extra night of training. I had given them the weekend off, but it is most likely the only action you would get tonight, otherwise.”
“Have I mentioned how proud your father is that you are getting into this mentoring gig?” Walt asks. Yes, he has mentioned it and my dad has told me it himself on the one occasion we actually talked on the phone.
“I am well aware that once everyone picked their jaws up from off the ground, they are very proud of me being a grown-up and taking responsibility for other people. I couldn't very well let Jonas be the only adult in our group,” I respond a little tired of being praised for just being a decent person. You figure a person who has two mates eventually has to grow a heart. It has taken a couple of months, but most days, I do believe, I actually feel one beating in my previously empty chest.
“So, seriously, our only option for entertainment tonight is playing with a bunch of kids,” Jake complains. “This is so unfair.”
I don't know what is wrong with him tonight, but I don’t want him hanging around here with that kind of attitude. “Alex, you better let him run off to play with his girlfriend. I am not going to be able to handle him right now. I will make sure to schedule some arts and crafts, or something, tomorrow night to keep him busy.
“Fine. Jake, you have three hours to yourself. When you come back, you will be expected to act like an adult or you will be going one-on-one with me. Nyx deals with enough shit all day long. She doesn't need to have to find ways to amuse you, as well,” Alex replies in a tone that I find very sexy. It might just be that he is sticking up for me, but I like it when he puts his authoritative hat on.
“Yes, Alex. Sorry Princess, for being a pain. One of these times the doctors will get my medication right,” Jake says as he runs towards the elevator.
If I believed doctors could actually fix his problem, I would drive him to one myself. I doubt any of them would have something for a severe case of werewolf attention deficit disorder. 
“Would you still like to bring the kids over? You have been wrapping up that jealous vampire case and you haven't seen them for a couple of days,” Alex states.
He is right. The jealous vampire, or Miller case, really ticked me off. A female vampire got pissed that the guy she was mooning after had been sticking his beef whistle in someone else. She hired me to kill him and led me on a merry little chase, only to find out the truth behind it all.
In the end, she was lucky I have a strict policy against stabbing my own clients, even if they really deserve it. Taking out my frustrations on my recruits sounds like a novel idea, so I quickly get my phone out and start dialing.
 
 



Chapter 5
Like taking candy from a baby
 
Eight of my soldiers show up for the unscheduled training. The other two weren’t answering their phones. If I were a mean person, I may be inclined to show the ones that did show up something extra special today. Of course, no one would ever confuse me with a mean person. Not.
The class tonight includes, Sam, Phee, Mary, Hans, Kris, Marc, Luke, and Annie. Remembering their names tends to overtax my brain, so I have just given them numbers. To ensure that I can focus on teaching and not figuring out who is who, they have tops with their number clearly printed on the front and back.
Yes, I am lazy. Get over it.
“Number one, front and center,” I say commanding Phee to join me in the middle of a wrestling mat.
“Yes, Master,” she shouts back and hustles to her spot. It is good to have minions.
“Since we didn’t have anything previously scheduled for tonight, I decided we are going to have a little fun. You don’t get to play with real ammo, yet, but I think a little game of catch the flag paintball style is something you all can handle.” It would be better to play it outdoors, but we have enough rooms and general space in the building to make it enjoyable. Jake might actually be sad he missed this, once we tell him about it.
“Yes!”
“About time.”
“This is going to be awesome.”
Apparently, the recruits are excited as well. Now, if I can just keep them from shooting paint in each other’s eyes, we may be making progress.
“Are you playing with us?” number four, Annie, asks.
“Alex, Walt, Jonas, you guys want to show the kids how it is done?” I ask the “adults” in the room. Even with Jake not amongst us, the word is used loosely.
“Sure. Us versus them,” Alex replies for the rest of the guys.
“Isn’t that a little unfair,” Hans, number nine, questions. It seems odd to have a number nine with only eight of them here, but I am not going to rename them now.
“For you guys, maybe,” Jonas says with an evil laugh. The poor babies don’t know what they are in for. They have been just learning the basics. Now, it is time to show them what Black Ops is really all about.
“You guys can be the red team and we will be the blue team,” I instruct and hurry over to my toy box. I had been using the gym strictly for workouts and didn’t even know this treasure existed until a week ago.
I grab the two flags and a dozen guns. We have different varieties of artillery, ranging from handgun to machine gun styles. I stick with handguns for everyone. I don’t want to teach them how to use the bigger varieties and I don’t want them calling foul if my team uses them. After pulling out a couple of cases of red and blue pellets, I am ready to distribute my booty.
“Okay guys, no rocket scientist needed to use these. They don’t have safeties on them, just point and shoot. If you get hit, you are out, so move out of the way or lay there and play dead.” That is all the instructions for gun usage they are getting out of me today. If they cannot figure out how to shoot me, I see that as an advantage to my team.
“To make the exercise fairer we are requiring earplugs to be worn. With everyone’s superb hearing it isn’t as much fun to play this game when you can hear what the other team is doing,” I say as Alex hands out the earplugs he retrieved while I was going over my minimal gun education. “We are taking the parking garage as our home base and you guys can have the entire gym.”
I am not sure who has the upper hand on the location choices. Both have a lot of good hiding places and multiple access points. The fact that I know a few secret passages in the building probably shifts the arrow in my direction.
“Don’t you think that since you guys are all trained in this type of thing that we shouldn’t have to wear the earplugs?” Phee asks trying to shift the arrow back to her team.
I look at the guys to see what they want and I am met with a bunch of shrugging shoulders. It doesn’t really matter, I guess. I don’t have to hear to smell someone coming up behind me. Since there are only werewolves in the class, I think I still have the advantage.
“Fine. No earplugs for you guys. Half of our team doesn’t even need to speak out loud to communicate and I can move quieter than a mouse, so I see no issues.”
My team puts our earplugs in and grabs our flag and weapons. I wave good-bye to the little kiddies and we are off to create the most impenetrable force we can with just us four people and a bunch of cars. This is going to be fun.
In the garage, we look around trying to figure out the best place. I figure Jonas and Walt will be left guarding the flag while me and Alex go after the other team’s. It will be easier for us to communicate without alerting anyone.
“Good idea,” Alex says using our secret weapon. “I am thinking we set them up in one of the cars. There are less access points and they will be able to see anyone coming.”
“Yeah, but depending on the car, they will also be easily seen,” I reply pretty sure where this is heading. 
I walk over to the Suburban and open the doors for everyone. Clyde jumps in. I had forgotten he was tagging behind us. I hope he doesn’t mind sitting with Jonas and Walt for a while. There is no way I am going to take the little bugger with me on this mission.
I point at Walt and Jonas and motion for them to climb in. They nod in understanding and bring their guns and the flag. They both climb in so I am able to softly shut the door behind them and turn back to Alex.
“Do you have a certain way you want to do this?” I ask knowing that if it were me, I would find a way up into my apartment and then use the secret passage to get in a door that none of the recruits have ever used.
“I am good with that. Let’s show these young-uns how to play super spy,” he replies twirling his toy gun around.
“Just be careful where you shoot that thing and follow me as quietly as your Amazon stature allows,” I say as I take off in a run. I am not sure if Alex knows about the back stairway, but I sure do and you couldn’t pay me to take the elevator right now.
The bad thing about the secret passage is that I cannot reach the button that slides the wall away. Obviously, when Sebastian had it installed he didn’t have a short mate in mind. I know Alex can see in my mind where I need him to press, but I point at the wall to reinforce what needs to happen within the next couple of seconds. Technically, I could have levitated myself up there with my wings, but it seems like such a waste of wing time.
He makes a big display of stretching on tip-toe, even though it isn’t necessary. He is lucky he is on my team. I think when this is over there is a paintball with his name on it.
“Jerk,” I say voicing my opinion on his act. I move into the passage and wait a second for my eyes to adjust. My night vision has finally come online. How I lived without it, I have no idea. Those night vision goggles you can buy have nothing on what I can see with my own two eyes now.
“I am guessing you know where to go. Sebastian doesn’t believe in making straight paths. It wouldn’t take much to get lost in here.”
“Sometimes the crazy paths come in handy. Yes, I have studied this building extensively since I moved in. I am surprised you haven’t been through it with a fine-tooth comb.” I say as I take a right turn at a fork in the road. 
I don’t mind the sensory deprivation I get from having my ears closed because even when me and Alex aren’t talking, Sebastian is hanging out in his little corner, so there is always some kind of noise to be heard. He isn’t actively drawing my attention, but I can feel his life force, or something, as if I were actually touching him. I have come to except him there and I can now understand how difficult it was for him when our original bond was deactivated.
“One of these days you will have to make room for me to join him in there.”
“My head is pretty full without Sebastian being there. I will see if I can make some room for you in my medulla.”
“I was thinking more of the hypothalamus. I know that is where I have a special place picked out for you.” How much do you want to bet that part has something to do with sex?
I decide to bypass going all the way to the apartment. As I have thought about the tunnels more, there is a better route. The only thing I am worried about is that the door will open into the pool area. I figure that is probably where the other team has hidden their flag. It is where I would hide out and I am hoping that at least Phee has the common sense to do the same.
“How many of them do you figure they left behind?” Alex asks.
Good question. Since there are eight of them, I wonder if they have even come to an agreement on anything. None of them have an alpha mentality, so I am not sure if they will have a defined leader to guide them.
“I bet we are going to run into the majority of them still there. You good for handling two or three of them without getting shot?”
“With my eyes closed,” he replies.
We are finally to the door I want to use. My nose tells me seven of the eight members of the other team are within close range. The evil minion, Phee, is missing. I am pretty sure she has something up her sleeve.
“These seven are meant to be a diversion. I am surprised Sam is allowing her to be off on her own, but wherever she is, the flag will be.”
“You don’t think she went looking for our flag?” Alex asks. If he knew Phee as well as I did, he wouldn’t have to ask. She has been learning through osmosis and takes in everything I teach her. My teachings won’t be helping her tonight because she still isn’t prepared for the likes of us and she recognizes it.
“No. She knows she cannot beat us, so she wants to have a little fun. We go in on three. I will be taking to the air as soon as I get enough room. They won’t know where to look. I will somersault in and try to clear you some space.”
“Got it.” 
“One. Two. Three,” I say and spring into action.
I swing open the door and immediately complete the somersault I spoke of. While I am in motion, I fire towards where I can smell the people in the room. I cannot tell if anything hits while I am moving, but I don’t stop firing. 
As I complete my turn and come to my feet, I spread my golden wings and launch into the air. From this vantage point, I can see I have hit two of the targets and Alex quickly finishes off three more when he enters the fray.
I shoot Kris and a blue paint smear from Alex's gun appears on Sam bringing a quick end to the battle. Now, we just have to find Phee and the flag. I still don’t smell the scamp, so that leaves only one place for her to be, if she is playing by the rules.
The only place in the gym that I wouldn't be able to smell her is the quiet room. After sparing for hours on end, we sometimes need a little time to ourselves to calm down before we are acceptable company. The quiet room allows us a place to do that without any external interruptions. It is soundproof, smellproof, and probably bombproof.
“Have Phee and Sam bonded on a telepathic level yet?” Alex asks a question I should have thought about already.
“She hasn't said for sure. Since neither of them is defective, I wouldn't doubt it. We can go charging in if you want. One of us might get hit, but I doubt she could get both of us.”
“I was hoping to get through the exercise with no one killed from our team.”
“Does that mean you have thought of another way into the room?” I am pretty sure the quiet room doesn't have any secret tunnels into it. It is a good choice to hide in, but I would have still gone with the pool because there is more room to move. I hate having to try to fight in tight spaces. Even with my small stature, they are too constricting.
“I distinctly remember you having a passion for air ducts. I know of an entrance that should take you right into the room. The way the air flows to the room should make it so she has no idea you are coming.”
“Lead the way.” Sam can tell her we are coming all he wants, but he is stuck playing dead by the pool and cannot relay our insertion point.
Alex directs me to an air vent high up on the wall behind the track. I wonder if he brought a set of stilts. I tuck my gun into the front of my pants and give him a doubtful look.
“I will boost you up there,” he says taking his place directly below the vent. “The cover just slides off, so there isn't a need for a screwdriver. The vent will lead you into the ceiling above the quiet room. It is just a drop ceiling. You should be able to slide one of the panels out of the way and drop down. You will have to be careful on the beams supporting the tiles, though, because they aren't meant to hold a lot of weight,” Alex instructs.
“Sounds good,” I say climbing up him and reaching to slip off the vent cover. It easily comes off and I hand it down to him. 
After I pull myself up and in, I start crawling my way down any path I find that leads to the right. The quiet room isn't far from where I started and I quickly exit the vent to find the aforementioned weak beams. I may be able to lift over 600 pounds, but I weigh just over a hundred. I hope the ceiling will take it. When I get to the tile in the far corner of the room, I lift it up slightly so I can take stock of the situation.
Below, I can see Phee staring at the door with her gun ready to fire. Oh my little chickadee, you are in for a rude awakening. I move, ever so slightly, to retrieve my gun. Making no noise, I pull it out and take aim. With just a slight pull on the trigger, my blue paintball is on its way. Just before it hits its target, Phee spins around to face me, but it is too late for her. I take my earplugs out now that I have fired. There is no need for them to remain in when the other team is all dead.
“We should have required you to wear bells on your shoes,” she says in defeat. She doesn’t seem overly depressed about the outcome.
Alex, knowing what is going on from my head, opens the door and grabs the flag from the floor next to her. “We win,” he says only mildly gloating.
 
 



Chapter 6
Bath time fun, Hellhound style
 
I call down to let the guys in the garage know it is safe to come back. From the sound of Jonas' voice, it is not a moment too soon. Being cramped in a non-moving vehicle with Clyde probably isn't any more fun than being in a moving one with him.
“Did you guys have fun, even though we wasted you all in record time?” I ask as Alex, Phee, and I meet up with the rest of the students in the main open area of the gym. 
“It was an eye opening experience,” Marc says. Tonight the numbers just aren't working for me, since they aren't all here, so I have reverted to their names. Yes, I do actually know them. I just thought the number thing was cooler.
“I think we would learn more if we watched you teachers play against each other. We were no match for you guys and we only got a maximum of five shots off before we were all toast,” Annie adds. I think a more neutral location would have made things a little more interesting. If we had to enter the room head on, they might have been able to hit one of us, emphasis on the might.
“Maybe another night. It is getting late and Jake should be getting back soon, so why don't we pack things in,” Alex suggests. I am liking that idea. The kids start wandering off and I go about making sure all the paintball paraphernalia is put back in the toy box.
“By the way, I am now safely in Emerald Town and have seen nothing that indicated there was danger lurking,” Sebastian says through our link. “I have been here for about thirty minutes, but I didn't want to interrupt your fun.”
“Thanks for checking in. When you get back expect a paintball war,” I reply. Now that I have had a taste, I want to go against a more worthy opponent.
“I look forward to it. Get some sleep, it might help calm you.”
I am sure neither of us expect that is possibly true, but I will let him have his little fantasy. “Good night. I love you, and I will talk to you in the morning.”
“Love you, too,” he replies and I can feel him leave to go back to whatever he was doing before his little check-in. 
Maybe I should ask Demon Boy if he has one of those handy impenetrable bubbles I was thinking about earlier. I bet out of everyone I know, he is the most likely to have one just laying around and he has mentioned before how much he wants me and Sebastian to keep connected. I may just have to make a call tomorrow and find out.
“He is going to be fine,” Alex says taking me away from imagining Sebastian walking around in a giant bubble suit. The pictures my mind comes up with are really funny sometimes and it isn’t the first time I have thought about at least one of the guys in a bubble.
“Perhaps if you guys say that enough times, it will overpower whatever is causing me to think the opposite. So far, it isn’t working. Are you sleeping with me tonight?” I ask as I close the lid on the paintball equipment and stand up, only to find myself wrapped up in Alex’s arms.
“Promise not to cut anything off?” he queries as he squeezes me tightly to his chest.
“I don’t believe you warranted that punishment today. In fact, you telling Jake off earlier kind of turned me on.”
“Really? Enough to move around the bases a little?”
“Not tonight, but if you keep up the good work you might get to third soon.” 
I still cannot say that I am in love with Alex. We are getting along great and have both established ways to deal with each other’s little ticks. I am getting better at not wanting to kill him for every word that escapes his lips and he in turn has learned just the level he can take his obnoxiousness before I want to kill him. 
This time without Sebastian physically here will most likely help us even more, as much as I hate to think about it. Sebby usually serves as a referee for us and is good at taking my mind away from the annoying things Alex is known to do. With him out of the picture, it will give us a nice chance to play house.
“I thought house, not doctor. In case you needed clarification on what that involves.” I alert Alex so he doesn’t get any ideas.
“You are so cute sometimes,” he replies pinching my left cheek softly.  “Let’s get upstairs and make sure Jake got home okay.”
I follow him out to the elevator and it opens the second he pushes the button. “Do you ever get the feeling Jake is our kid?”
“More so now that we are together. When he was just my guard, his evening activities, I guess you could call them, were not talked about as much. I heard reports of his teenager-like ways, but we never spoke about them. These days he seems a bit more proud of the fact that he sleeps with anything capable of moving. I am sure it is just a phase that he will eventually grow out of.”
 We really need to find a girl he can settle down with. I hope that when we find her, she has fur and can become a permanent fixture in his life. 
The elevator opens to my foyer and I give my usual wave to Venus and David. I still kind of want to have their curses lifted, but in a way feel that it might actually be mean if they haven’t been aware all this time. Ben won’t give me answers on whether or not they are and it is making my list of pros and cons a little hard to get written out. Awareness goes in big bold letters on the pro side of the column.
“Hey guys. Did you have fun with the kiddies?” Jake asks as he stuffs a last bite of steak into his mouth. He is sitting on his usual couch and looks to be enjoying himself.
“Sure did. We played capture the flag paintball style. If you would have stuck around, we could have put you on their team and maybe had a little bit of a challenge,” I reply on my way to the kitchen. A steak sounds delicious right about now.
“I wish I would have been around for that. You don’t play around as much as you should and Stacy wasn’t as much fun as I thought she would be.”
“Uh-oh. Trouble in paradise?” I look into the fridge and find a nice Porterhouse with my name on it. Feeling nice, I grab one for Alex as well and set about giving them a quick scorch in a pan. Walt and Jonas took Clyde on a walk after being stuck with him for so long. I don’t know when they are planning to return, but I do know they don’t like their steaks to just sit around after being cooked. They will have to make their own if they come back and are hungry.
“As much as I like women,” he starts and the words, way too much and a whole lot, come to mind, “the effort I have to put into being gentle with the human variety is a little taxing. I still have a good time, but I know I could have more fun elsewhere.”
“Oh look, honey, our little Jakey is growing up,” I quickly send to Alex causing him to laugh.
I throw the steaks on plates and join them back in the living room. “So, the little actress is out of the picture?” I ask as I snuggle into the couch beside Alex to eat.
Jake sighs deeply, like the decision used up every one of his brain synapses. “I think so. I didn’t officially tell her, but I think I am going to lose her number. You don’t think any of the girls in your class are looking to hook up, do you?”
If my eyes could shoot laser beams, I think they would be doing so now. “You will only hear this once from me, so listen up,” I say super pissed and hope my voice is projecting that emotion. “My girls are off limits. To make it into my group, they had to have some kind of trauma in their life. They do not need some Romeo that cannot keep his dick in his pants chasing them around, making promises he has no intentions of keeping. If I so much as see you smile at them, I will personally kill you. This isn’t even one of my usual threats to cut off your tallywag. This is you no longer breathing for just a smile. Do you understand?”
“Wow, Mama Bear is in the house.  I will avoid anything that will cause me certain death. Your girls are safe.” Good. He is taking me seriously, for once, must have been the laser beam eyes. “Oh, in the news I am sure you will love to hear column, I am supposed to tell you ‘hi’ from Will. He tried to get me to talk about you, but I was smart enough to just brush him off.”
Yuck. I must wear a secret perfume I am not aware of that is called “I really liked to be fucked with”. I am going to have to work on figuring out how to get rid of that particular scent. At least Will was just asking around and not showing up on my doorstep with flowers. That would be lame and I might just let Alex handle him if it ever does occur, or Clyde. Clyde would be really fun to watch.
“Thanks for not divulging all of my secrets. You would think after I kicked his ass the appeal would have evaporated.”
Jake shrugs and says, “Some guys are into that kind of thing. They like their women to take charge of the situation. I kind of got that vibe off of him. I, on the other hand, like to be the one driving the action. That is why Alex originally put me on your detail. He knew I wouldn’t even let Hank get within a foot of you and a bed.” Hank being what he has named his man parts. I am still washing out my brain daily from learning that tidbit of information.
“Yes, Jake won’t touch you that way and Jonas would assume it to be a betrayal to your father for even thinking about you in a sexual way. I cannot trust any of the other guards that much with your care,” Alex adds his logic. The fact that he could probably rip most of the guards to pieces would make me think he could keep any of them in line.
Walt has been added to the normal werewolf guard rotation and Dante to the vampire side of things. I am up to six personal guards, so that is making things a little easier and allows the guards more downtime without following me around. Jonas, Marcus, and Walt tend to hang around close even when they are not on duty.
“Well, I, for one, am glad to hear I won’t be needing to pick up any crying human girls as they throw themselves at your feet in the future,” I say bringing the conversation back to Jake’s big revelation. If he sticks by it, it will be a miracle.
“No, we will only have to deal with the overly hormonal paranorm variety. Which do you think is worse?” Alex asks as I finish my steak. He takes my plate and wanders into the kitchen to get rid of both of ours.
“We cannot expect him to keep it in his pants, and humans make me itch, so I am choosing the paranorm variety.”
“I don’t know. A scorned werewolf can cause a lot more damage,” Alex suggests.
“You guys do know I am still sitting here, right?” Duh. The conversation wouldn’t be as much fun without him hearing it.
“Clyde is going to need a bath,” Jonas says dragging Demon Dog into the room. Not what I wanted to hear. We have played bath time before and it wasn’t something I put on my list of things I wanted to do again.
I look at my little guy and find him covered in mud. Rain was not in any forecast I heard about. “Care to explain?” I ask imagining Clyde somehow finding the only mud hole in the entire city with his super sniffer.
“There is a water main break. It is causing all sorts of trouble over on Elm,” Walt supplies.
“Why didn’t you guys just hose him off downstairs? You had to have made a mess hauling him up here,” Alex states. You had better believe I am not cleaning the floors. The dog is one thing, but this girl doesn’t do linoleum. 
“He wouldn’t let us. He wanted his mommy,” Jonas answers as he hands me the leash.
“Clyde this is so not cool,” I say standing up and heading towards the guest bath. There is no way he is getting in my tub. Plus, the other bath has a detachable showerhead that will make this easier. “What shampoo do you think we should use tonight?”
The dog cannot respond to me, but I find myself asking him questions all the time. Rumor is that if he gets a hold of some of my blood, we will be able to communicate. With all the other voices filling my head already, that isn’t something I am planning on doing any time in the near future.
“I don’t think you have found one strong enough to cover up the sulfur yet,” Jonas yells at my back as I make it to the washing station. 
I place Clyde into the tub and grab the showerhead. Only Clyde’s breath smells like sulfur to me, since he barks fire, I assume that is normal. The rest of Clyde just smells like wet dog, but the guys assure me it is like living with matches constantly being lit.
I make short work of rinsing out all the gunk from his fur and lather him up with my oatmeal doggie wash to give his coat a nice shine. He does a good job of standing still in the bath when the water is on, but once I turn it off and stand to put the sprayer away, he shakes sending a flood of water everywhere. It was cute when he was a little puppy. Now, not so much. Before I can tell him what a bad dog he is, he jumps out of the tub and streaks out of the room.
“Not cool, Clyde,” I scream running after him with a towel in my hand. At least the water will dry without extra cleanup, unlike the mud that Walt looks to be mopping up. 
I find Clyde curled up in his bed, making sure to thoroughly saturate it with moisture. I can see his game plan now. He should know better than to try to pull this, but he is still young no matter how large he grows.
“You will be sleeping on the couch tonight, Mister. Alex has already called the big bed.” That makes him narrow his eyes a bit, before he returns to his usual grin. I think Alex’s shoes will be joining Sebastian’s tonight for an evening snack. “Now, come here so we can dry you properly. I don’t want you catching a doggie cold.”
He waddles over, now that fun time is over. His short fur doesn’t retain a lot of water and his bed has probably collected the majority of it, so it takes no time to get him dry.
“There we go. Let’s go grab you some hamburger before we call it a night,” I say leading him towards the kitchen.
Alex, being the sweetheart he is turning into, has a plate prepared and he sets it on the floor for our little guy. “As annoying as he can be, I really like it when you refer to him as ‘ours’.”
“Yeah, well you have that weird paternal trait I find annoying in men.” 
 “Come on. You know you love having a little baby in the house.” That earns him a glare from me.
“As much as I love Clyde, he is a dog. Taking care of him is a little bit different than changing and feeding a crying screaming little you. Knowing my luck, I would somehow end up having ten pups at a time. We don’t have enough people here to take care of that many children.”
“Okay. No fighting about it tonight. Let’s just go to bed and you can think about it some more,” Alex says taking my hand and leading me into my room. 
I change into my pajamas and forget about babies, my mentoring status, and my missing in action mate. Curling up next to Alex is the only thing on my mind right now and that is just what I am going to do.
 
 



Chapter 7
Sweet dreams are not made of these
 
I know I am dreaming because of the fact that I am seeing Sebastian, but I don’t seem to be able to interact with him. Dreaming about Sebastian isn’t unusual for me. In fact, it happens most nights. 
I do tend to not be a spectator watching events take place, though, so this is a little different. He is tied to a bed and it looks like someone has taken a knife to him, judging by the blood stain and slash marks on his shirt. I get the feeling this isn’t going to be my idea of a good dream.
I move closer to him and when I try to touch him, my hand goes right through his body, solidifying my not being able to interact theory. My earlier assumption was based on the fact that he doesn’t seem to notice me standing in the room and I feel no live connection with him. I am going with me dreaming, rather than me being a ghost. I would hope I remember someone finally toasting my ass.
“Come on, Sebastian. You could make this so much easier on yourself,” a woman’s voice says drawing my attention to a tall, leggy, chesty blonde that I failed to notice in a dark corner of the room. I need to work on my observation skills, but with Sebastian in the shape he is in, you really cannot blame me.
I instantly hate the woman. She is dressed in a red negligee that might as well not even be there. Her face is all done up with makeup and I think she has some kind of glitter lotion on her skin because she is sparkling. I have so many not nice words going on in my mind about her that I cannot bring myself to say any of them. It would just come out as a garbled curse.
“You should just let me go. I am mated, so none of your usual tricks are going to work on me. I don’t know what kind of game you are playing, but I don’t want any part of it,” Sebastian seethes at the evil witch. You tell her, honey, I silently cheer him on.
“But we used to be so good together. Don’t you remember those days?” she asks as she starts doing some weird striptease-like dance. Yuck. I think she should keep her day job.
Yet another reason for me to dislike the bitch, if her words are any indication, it sounds like she has had a taste of my Sebby. Being in dream world, I cannot get a good sense of what she actually is. My default train of reasoning leans towards vampire, but I am not seeing any of the usual signs. Her skin actually looks a little tanned, which is not something you see in vampires. Even a freak of a vampire like me has pasty pale skin.
“’We’ didn’t used to be anything together. You got off while I slept and left me feeling weak in the morning. There was nothing consensual about our time together.”
“You cannot believe that. You gave me such a boost; I know there were some special feelings on your side of the equation.”
“Bullshit. Why have you even kidnapped me? You have plenty of men out there in the world that wouldn’t mind a little of your special attention, even if it does strip a few years off of their lives,” Sebastian says with his eyes closed not even bothering to look at the temptress. The temptress that I have figured out is a succubus. Ever since I met Ben, I have had a feeling Sebby had run afoul of one sometime in the last millennium.
“No one else has ever been able to escape my thrall. Somehow, you did, however. I want to prove to you that I can have you anytime I want you,” the bitch replies to him. I cannot interact with Sebastian and I highly doubt if I can with her, but I walk over and swing back to punch her in the face anyway. Sadly, my hand goes right through her head. Damn dream world. When I wake up, I am finding her and shooting her a few times for good measure. I feel slightly better from at least making the attempt.
“You expect this time will be any easier for you, now that I have actually mated and have a bond that cannot be broken?”
“Bonds are just made to be broken. Didn’t anyone ever tell you that? I have broken so many of these little ‘bonds’ over my time that they are a joke to me. There is only one out there that could possibly defeat me and I doubt your little vampire bond has even half the strength of it,” she says with an evil laugh and sashays her tall, skinny butt towards the bed. 
Once there, she climbs on top of it and straddles Sebastian. He still has his clothes on, but I am, of course, pissed by the action. She moves around a little, probably trying to stimulate something down below on his part. If he can keep “Happy” down with a woman that looks like a goddess on top of him, I will love him forever. I doubt it is possible, though. He is a man.
“Really? Does grueker-tilnay mean to you what it does to me?” Sebastian asks with his eyes still firmly closed.
“You have got to be shitting me. Who would tell you about that?” she screams climbing off of him. I am able to get a visual on my property and somehow “Happy” doesn’t look very happy. If that is the case, I love our new bond.
“Me and my girl know how to do things right,” Sebastian replies to the pissed off succubus. I wonder if he is purposely not using my name.
“Like I said, these things are created to be broken. I will destroy whatever bond the bitch holds on you and then you will become my sex slave, to do with as I see fit.” Good luck with that, darling. I think it is called unbreakable for a reason. Even if that word doesn’t make sense in your diluted, messed up mind.
“Do you really think my girl is just going to let you do that? I didn’t exactly mate with a marshmallow. She is going to find you and kick your ass from here back down to Hell where you belong.” There is so much fire and passion in Sebastian’s statement that I find it really sensual. I always love it when the guys stick up for me, especially in cases like this, where I don’t get to voice my own opinion.
“You really think some little girlie vampire is going to stop me? I will tear her to shreds,” she says walking out of the room. She is probably on her way to kick a baby. She just has that kind of look in her eyes.
“In your dreams, Candace,” Sebastian replies finally opening his eyes. Eerily, he focuses in right where I am standing. 
That is creepy. I know he had his eyes closed when she first started talking, but before that they were open and he didn’t appear to know I was here.
I jerk awake in my bedroom with Alex still curled up beside me. I have no idea of the time, but I need to talk to Sebby. The events of the dream are either happening right now or in the future, since I am not aware of him being kidnapped by a succubus in the last three weeks.
Alex seems to still be asleep, so I wiggle slightly to grab my phone from the nightstand I recently had added on my side of the bed.  I was tired of having to get up if the phone awoke me in the middle of the night.
I press Sebastian’s preset number and hold the phone up to my ear. After three rings, a sleepy Sebby answers.
“Love, did you have a bad dream?” he asks. I think he is saying it as a joke. Little does he know.
“Who is Candace?” I reply thankful that at least the events of my dream haven’t happened yet.
“I can only think of one person with that name and I hope like Hell you haven’t had the unfortunate luck of having to meet her,” he replies sounding a lot more awake. I feel him actively poking around in my mind to find the information I know on the subject. Lucky him doesn’t have to wait for me to think things. He can now pull my memories.
“Oh, you will love what you find,” I say actively thinking over the dream so he doesn’t have to really dig.
“Fuck,” he yells loud enough I think everyone in Night Owl City might have heard him, even with him being a few hours away. “I hate that bitch.”
“I gathered as much. I was not aware of her before tonight, so do you figure this is something in your future?”
“Not if I can help it. The thing needs to be killed, but even after years of searching, I have not found a sure fire succubus killer. I have found a spell that will banish her for a while, but she is a persistent little gnat. I should have known when I thwarted her plans for me, she would eventually come back to bite me in the ass.”
“Now will you believe me when I say something bad is going to happen?” Maybe I finally have a strong enough case. There is no way I could have just dreamed up a girl I have never met.
“Yes. With a specific threat pointed out, I will be able to plan a better defensive front. Your dream will not become a reality, love. You can go back to sleep with that assurance,” he says trying to calm me down.
I don’t know how possible sleep is, but I want to give him a chance to work on his plan. “Fine. Are you sure I cannot come meet you now? You might need me.”
“I think you being around may just add oil to the fire. Some of the other vampires started arriving tonight and they had a lot of questions about you. I tried to just be vague, but you are already a topic of contention around here.”
“When am I not?” I ask with a sigh. “Call me when you get up in the morning so I know everything is still okay.”
“I will. Now, go to sleep and no dreams of evil demon bitches.”
“Bye,” I reply and hang the phone up. I let it drop on my belly while my mind starts going over things.
“I still say he is going to be just fine,” Alex says. Sebastian's yelling must have awoken him.
“I will believe it when he is back in my arms. You didn’t see the slut of a succubus. I seriously hope she never gets Jake in a room. He would be in Hell and not even know it.”
Alex picks up my phone and reaches over me to put it in its spot. On his way back down, his hand strokes my face and he leans down to put an innocent kiss on my lips. “No one will ever take either of us away from you. You are stuck with us for the rest of your unnaturally long life.”
I curl in to his side and wrap my arm around his waist. “To think, there was a time I dreaded that statement coming true.”
“I am glad we could change your mind. Now, close your eyes and get some sleep. Tomorrow is another day and I am sure it will bring other headaches.”
“You know, some days I think I might actually love you, Alexander Monroe.” If things keep going like they are, I feel the days of my uncertainty on the matter are numbered.
“When you know for certain, make sure I am the first person you tell,” he says and softly sings me a lullaby that does its job of lulling me to sleep. I didn't even know he could sing. I am still learning new things every day.
 
 



Chapter 8
Losing my mind a little in the morning light
 
The next day dawns for me with a face full of slobber. “I thought we talked about this, Clyde. Mommy does not like being awoken to dog breath,” I say pushing him off the bed.
“He was just trying to wake you up,” Alex says laughing beside me.
“I don't see him using that method on anyone else. I think I would prefer him to just gnaw on my ankle. Those doggie breath mints don't do a thing for his chronic case of halitosis. Do you think there is a product out there that would help?” I crawl out from under my covers so I can use the little girls' room. I need to wash my face. The sulfur breath is lingering this morning.
“You could stuff little hunks of sulfur up your nose. Then you won't even notice that he stinks,” he suggests.
“I will get right on that,” I say as I flush the toilet and grab the soap. The soap isn't scented, but I am hoping it rinses off the residue. A good amount of hot water and half the bar of soap later, I feel much better.
I walk back to the bed where Alex is still lying on his stomach and climb on his back straddling him. Feeling nice, I start massaging his shoulders, digging in deep to work out the knots. For as calm as he appears on the surface, he has a good amount of tension built up.
“Now, I am sure I love you,” Alex says muffled by his pillow.
“Yeah, that is what all the boys tell me when I rub them like this,” I reply as I start chopping down his spine with the side of my hand.
“You should probably tell me who these other boys are, so I can make sure you won't be touching them again. You do recall we have a no touching policy in place for about every man alive.”
“But Sven makes the cutest noises when I massage his pecs,” I say and I am instantly shifted around so he is on top of me and we are facing each other. How he managed it, I have no clue.
“I bet I can make you forget all about Sven,” he promises as he grinds himself into me. He doesn’t push hard; it is just a gentle nudge to let me know he is happy to see me.
“Mmm. I am sure you could, but I promised myself the next time I got off that I wouldn’t be dry humping your leg.” I shift underneath him to rub his bulging boxers just slightly with my leg.
His wolf comes to the surface briefly enough for him to growl his approval. “Our clothing can be lost in mere seconds,” he adds to the growl and he bends down to bite my neck softly where Sebastian has already left his mark. After the nightmare I had last night and my depression from being away from Sebby, I am not really in the mood.
“Very tempting, I am afraid Clyde won’t wait for his breakfast and morning walk, though.”
“Walt can take care of him. I have been such a good boy lately, don’t you think I deserve a little reward?” he asks working very hard to keep himself from moving anymore. I don’t think it would take much contact for him to explode. Some days I am happy to have this kind of effect on him, but other days I don’t want the responsibility.
Being in a generous mood this evening, but not wanting to play slip and slide, I get brave and move my hand to the elastic band holding his boxers up. He did relieve some pressure for me not that long ago, the least I can do is return the favor. Slowly and carefully, I wiggle my fingers beneath the band and I am met immediately with the soft, velvety skin of his joystick. His hard enough to drill nails into a wall, joystick.
“Oh God,” he moans visibly shaking now. After getting a feel for what I am working with, I wrap my fingers around him and grip tightly. Unable to stop himself, he starts rocking back and forth causing my hand to stroke him. “You weren’t far off when you thought it won’t take me long to go over the edge. It is cliché, but I have dreamed so many times of you touching me like this,” he gets out before his pace picks up and grunting ensues.
While he goes about his business, I do a little comparison. He and Sebastian are about even in the size department, as far as I can feel. I haven’t officially got a look at the beast in my hand, but I have seen them both erect in boxers, so I think that gives me a good reference point. Judging from that, Alex probably has an inch or two in length. The big difference between the two is Sebastian is uncut. When he was a wee lad, they didn’t perform circumcisions where he grew up. I like the fact that they are different in that way as well as almost everything else.
“Squeeze just a little tighter, please,” Alex whispers and I follow his direction making a tighter fist. I guess it isn’t very nice to be sitting here working to pleasure him and thinking about Sebastian, but he should know it really isn’t doing anything for me. He starts taking in deep, ragged breaths. “Oh God. Oh God. Oh God.” Before he can say it another time, his body tenses up. It sounds like he is having a religious experience. I am a little afraid to hear who he starts praying to when we actually do the full deed.
“Anyone and everyone I can think of, if it feels that good. You should probably remove your hand because I have a feeling I could keep you here all day. Even with that bit of relief, I am good to go again,” he says as he helps me remove my hand without getting any man goo on it. I have already used my allotted amount of soap for the week, so I appreciate his assistance. He, on the other hand, might need to spend a little time in the shower to get himself cleaned up. “You want to make sure I get cleaned up properly?”
“Sorry, you know that I cannot partake in a joint shower with you until me and Sebastian share one. He has been requesting one longer.”
“One of these days I will beat him to getting to experience something first,” he says giving me a quick kiss on the nose and then rolling off the bed.
“I haven't given Sebby a hand job before, so you got him there,” I let him know.
He grins and shakes his head while making his way to the bathroom. “Well, it is a start. Is the third point to our triangle okay this evening?” he asks as I hear the shower turn on.
“Feels fine to me. He is supposed to call when he is up and about, which he is. I imagine he was giving us a little time to make sure you didn’t end up with blue balls. Speak of the devil,” I say as my phone starts buzzing on the table.
“Just where have your hands been this fine night, my love?” Sebastian asks the second I connect the call. I reach out to his mind to see what exactly he has seen. What I find takes our relationship to an even weirder level.
“I am sure you don't need to know. Should I ask what your right hand was doing while you were tuning in? I do believe you have a touch of voyeur in you.”
“You are the only one that didn't get off from the experience. Maybe you should have Alex take care of that little problem for you.”
I roll out of the bed wanting to find some bacon. It currently has more appeal than Alex playing with my lady bits. “I think I have exceeded my limit for skin-on-skin contact for one day.” 
In the kitchen, Clyde is sitting in front of the fridge staring at it. No one was in the living area when I walked through, which is a bit odd.
“What do you want, Clyde? Didn’t Uncle Walt come out to feed you while Mommy was distracted?” I grab a ham steak for him, put it on a plate that I take from the cupboard, and then set it on the ground. First task complete, I get to work on my bacon.
“Technically, he wouldn't have to touch you with skin,” Sebastian says bringing me back to our bizarre conversation about Sebastian trying to talk me into letting Alex, I assume, explore my southern hemisphere with his tongue.
“I am good, really. I touched him intimately and that is about all you can expect out of me today.” I flip my pieces of bacon and wish that I could find a way to cook them quicker. I love me some bacon, but it takes the longest time to cook to the perfect crispness.
“Sorry, Sebastian,” Alex says joining us. He has thrown on a pair of jeans and has a towel draped around his shoulders. “I knew better than to push her for anything else. Her mind had a giant red stop sign flashing.”
“You have trained him so well,” Sebastian tells me in response. “I will let you get on with your morning, but wanted you to know security is in place and every spell I can come up with to keep demented succubi away has been cast. She won’t be getting me anytime soon.”
“I am glad to hear that. I patiently await your return,” I tell him as I place my bacon on a paper towel to absorb some of the grease. My mind is moving on from the conversation with the mounds of bacon in front of me.
“You have been reading the antonym part of the definition of words again. There is not a patient bone in your body.” 
“Very true. I am fighting hard not to eat while I continue this conversation. Do you think we can say we love each other and talk in a couple of hours?” I ask.
“I love you, too. Enjoy,” he says and cuts the call. Smart man, realizing more words would tax my system at this moment. 
I grab my plate and head towards the living room to get comfortable on a couch. I left enough bacon for Alex to grab his own and if he doesn’t want it, the fridge is full of other food he can make for himself.
“Nice of you to emerge from your bedroom,” Jake says from the couch I choose not to sit on. Walt is sitting with him.
“We weren’t in there that long. I am surprised you made yourself scarce,” I get out before my first slice of bacon meets my mouth. Nothing is said while I enjoy my treat.
“Now that Walt is here, I don’t have much choice in the matter. Your uncle doesn’t think I should hear you having intimate relations with your mates.” 
I think I will have to buy Walt a new gun for his insistence. “Have I told you that you are my favorite uncle?”
“From what I gather from your father, I am your only uncle, so I don’t know how great a compliment that is.”
“If Nyx says your name and favorite in the same sentence, you better believe that is a high compliment,” Alex says finally joining us with his plate of bacon. “So, are you heading to the office today?”
“I was thinking I would go in and do some research on more varieties of demons. This is the second one we have run into in a relatively short amount of time and I want more information.”
“Who is the second one?” Jake asks lost in the conversation.
“Sebby has a succubus stalking him. Do either of you have any experience with one?”
“No, thank God. At least not that I am aware of,” Walt answers.
“I haven’t either, but I hear it can be a very interesting experience,” Jake adds his two cents.
“The controlled eagerness in your statement makes me want to immediately find a charm to keep you out from under one of their thralls. I think we are going to have to make a pit stop at SpellBinders. If a succubus were to get a hold of you, I have a feeling decades would be taken away from your life and you would never get the opportunity to grow up,” I say as I grab Alex’s plate and return them to the kitchen.
“Have you thought about asking his evilness for help in this matter?” Alex asks.
I should have, but I try not to turn to Ben for everything. “Ben, can you hear me?” I say aloud. I haven’t really summoned him before, so I am not sure what I have to do.
“You have reached Benjalarico's voicemail. He is not available at this moment in time. If you want to leave a message, tough titties. If this is my pretty little baby maker and you are ready to share a night with me, tickle your palm and I will be right there,” a computerized woman’s voice echoes through the apartment.
“I guess you will have to try him later. I don’t think we are desperate enough for you to ‘tickle your palm’.”
“I concur. Is everyone coming with me? I take it is Jonas’ turn in the sleeping cycle.” I start wandering towards my bedroom to get dressed. Without a lot of choices in my wardrobe, I quickly put my knives, guns, and clothing on.
“Yes, Jonas will be up in a couple of hours to keep an eye on you. I am going to go hit up my contacts for some anti-succubus spray. If she isn't able to get to Sebastian, she may try other methods to get to him.”
Like coming after me. If I knew how to eradicate the bitch, I would welcome the confrontation. Sadly, I don’t currently even know how to banish her ass. It is the first item on my list of things to do at the office today.
“Sounds like a plan. If you get bored, come keep me company,” I say giving him a quick kiss on my way to get Clyde’s leash.
“Thanks for my wake up gift. I will return the favor in the near future.”
“And just maybe I will let you,” I reply. Jake and Walt join me and Demon Dog in the elevator and we are off for a little walk to ParaNorm Inc.
 
 



Chapter 9
No visitors allowed
 
After letting Clyde water three nearby buildings, we arrive at our destination. There is a bouquet of flowers sitting outside of my door and I am not amused. If they were from Sebastian or Alex, they would be inside the building. I am not sure how they work that out, but each time they have sent flowers they were sitting on my desk waiting for me.
“Jake, do you mind grabbing those?” I ask while I fish my keys out of my pocket. I don’t even want to touch the flowers. They are dark purple roses that would greatly appeal to me if they were from the proper individual.
“Two guesses whom they are from,” he replies after getting a good look at them.
“No one important,” I say making my way into my office. I am here to do research, not worry about flowers.
I sit down and start my computer. I want to get a look at what the Collective has on Candace. I hope there is more information on her than there was Ben. After I hack into the system, I am rewarded with a more thorough biography.
Name: Candace
Race: Demon
Subspecies: Succubus
Summoning name: Krindlecane
Background: Candace is a mid-level succubus that is well known for keeping her victims in her web until they are dead. She prefers male targets, but has been known to go after exceptionally strong female prey. She can be protected against with a simple charm that any low level witch can cast.
Current location: Emerald Town
Aliases: Candy and CeCe
Associates: Unknown
Distinguishing features: She is able to change her appearance, but tends to take the guise of a tall blonde. She has the mark of a raven just above her belly button.
I don’t really like the raven being involved. That is Ben’s symbol and if she is one of his minions, I am going to be extremely pissed at him.
“You have a visitor approaching at a fast clip,” Jake announces to snap me out of my rapidly approaching fit.
I look up and can see Will walking in the door. I don’t want to know how he found me. “I think you made a wrong turn somewhere, mortal.” I glance down to see if Clyde is going to sic the human for me, but he is fast asleep. He can be a lazy little jerk some days.
“I asked around for you and was told you would be here. Did you get my flowers?” he asks walking straight into my office. He looks around and, like most people, his eyes keep trained on my weapons wall.
“If they were purple roses, yes, they were waiting for me when I got here. I am sure they are very nice. Now that you have assured yourself a hoodlum didn’t come by and steal them, you can go about your business elsewhere.”
“I am guessing the news hasn’t reached you, but our leading lady was found dead this morning in her trailer. I was hoping I could convince you to reconsider being in the movie. We don’t really have time to find someone else without getting way behind in shooting,” he says settling in one of the chairs I reserve for customers.
“Jake?” I ask wondering if he has heard anything since he saw her just last night.
“News to me. She was definitely breathing the last time I saw her.”
“I am sorry for your loss, but I don’t act,” I inform Will. He doesn’t seem broken up at all by his costar’s death.
“What can I do to convince you otherwise? I think it is a role you would be perfect for. There is a little bit of fighting you can do when you get kidnapped and you look the epitome of a damsel in distress.” I know we haven’t spent very much time together, but does he seriously think that statement is going to make me change my mind?
“Look, Will, you seem like a nice guy, but I can tell you right now that you probably should not be sitting where you are at this moment if you want to keep your dick,” Jake says from the other room.
“He is referring to the fact that I have a crossbow trained on your privates as we speak,” I say cluing the guy in. “I think I proved to you yesterday that I am anything other than a damsel in distress. I believe my demonstration should have also made the point that I don’t play well with others.”
“I did get that vibe from you, but we are in a bind. I think having a non-human in the movie will also earn some publicity that we are in need of for this movie. The series is starting to get a little played out, but if we can advertise that our leading lady is a paranorm, we might be able to give it a boost,” he says trying to plead his case.
I should have hit him harder in his head yesterday. It might have knocked some sense into him. “Still not happening. Now, if you don’t mind, I do actually have a lot of work to get done today. I have my own problems and to me they are more important than you needing to find a replacement girl.”
“Arm up, Sweetie. We have one of those bigger problems getting ready to enter the building,” Walt says and I leap over my desk and Will to get to the waiting room immediately.
“Holy shit,” I hear Will mumble.
I look out the window to take inventory of our trouble and see Frank and a group of other Collective agents heading towards my door.
“Fuck.” There really isn’t anything else to say. I pull out my Beretta and wait for them to enter. I don’t think taking this meeting out to the street is a wise move on my part.
Frank enters and signals for the rest of his crew to wait outside. “Hello, Nyx. You haven’t stopped by for our weekly dinners for a while now,” he says as he stares down my barrel.
He looks no different than he did when I last saw him a couple of months ago. He is in his seventies, but doesn’t look any older than Will, who I am guessing is in his late twenties. Frank is 6’2” with a fair complexion, not as light as mine, but pretty close. He has short blond hair and moss green eyes. His nose is bent slightly out of shape from not being properly set after a mark hit him with a brick.
“When I found out you had been lying to me my entire life, I decided to take them off my calendar. What are you doing here?”
“There seems to have been an incident with one of the human females in town. One of your flunkies has been seen spending a lot of time with her and we are here to bring him in for questioning. You are welcome to come along. You have been greatly missed at the Collective.”
I glance over to Jake to see how he takes Frank’s statement. I know he didn’t have anything to do with the girl’s death, so as far as I am concerned, he isn’t going anywhere. Jake rolls his eyes and shakes his head.
“What evidence do you have that indicates Jake was involved?” I ask turning back to Frank. My gun has remained trained on his chest. “All I have heard you claim is based on hearsay, probably from humans, so it doesn’t prove anything.”
“She was attacked by a wolf. There is no questioning that fact. The witnesses are not only humans. We have had Collective people watching the humans closely to try to make sure the filming goes smoothly. Jake has been seen frequenting the trailer the woman’s body was found in. Someone even stated he was there just last night. I think those facts indicate he needs to have a little sit down with us, if nothing else to prove his innocence.”
“And I say your witnesses are full of it. When was she killed? Jake was home by midnight. He was not freshly showered and wasn’t covered in blood, nor did he carry the smell of death.” For me, I have found the recently departed smell of fish guts. In my line of work, it can be hard to avoid the smell and I am happy that it hasn't always been there for me.
“The signs indicate that she was killed just after dawn, but I still would like to have a chat with him. He might have seen something that will help us with our investigation.”
“You can ask him your questions here. You don’t have to take him back to your dungeon. I have seen how you have worked over suspects before and I am not allowing that to happen to one of my people,” I assert.
“I prefer not to, but for now you can have it your way. If I decide later that I have more questions, I will bring him in.” Over my dead body, I think to myself.
“Will, you should probably be on your way. Things might get a little uncivil and I would hate for you to get a bad impression of paranorms,” I say wanting him out of here as soon as possible. There are no assurances guns won’t eventually be fired.
“Yeah, I was just thinking the same thing. You know where to find me if you change your mind about what we discussed,” he replies scurrying to get around Frank and out the door. It seems he isn't totally stupid.
“You can have a seat if you would like,” I tell Frank still refusing to lower my gun. 
“I am guessing you are not going to join me, so I will stand. Jake can you tell us about your evening last night?”
“Sure. I will go over all of my movements from yesterday, just to prove I am cooperating. I woke up around six at night. Jonas and Walt were already awake, so we had a quick meal together. Nyx, Sebastian, and Alex woke up not much later and joined us. Around eight or so, Nyx got a delivery from Tango Charlie. The order was messed up and she threw one of her usual fits. We went down to the movie set in time for her to exchange orders with them before anyone got hurt. We went back to her place and wished Sebastian farewell as he set off for a business trip.
“After he left, I got bored and ticked everyone off enough that they gave me a few hours of free time. I headed over to Stacy's and engaged in some mildly boring coitus. When I was spent, I didn't hang around any longer than needed and went back to Nyx's, where I remained the rest of the night. I believe Nyx was correct in saying that I arrived before midnight. I am sure the security tapes will show me entering around 11:45,” Jake says finishing off his long ramble.
“And you noticed nothing suspicious when you left Ms. Lehman's?”
“No. Everything was pretty quiet. The humans seem to keep daytime hours for their shooting schedule, so I think most of them were already asleep.”
“Can I get you to come in so we can take some DNA samples and bite imprints?” Frank asks still trying to get Jake on Collective property.
“Screw you, Frank,” I say answering for Jake. “You know damn well that you already have his DNA on file. With that, you don't need to do any teeth measurements.”
“He is still our number one suspect. He could have left your place any time before dawn and you may not have noticed it.”
“If you aren't going to do the job you are pretending to do, then I will get you a better suspect. I will hand the real killer over to you within two days,” I say ready to just shoot him for being a dick. He knows Jake isn't involved, but is messing with us anyway.
“Really? You think you can solve this case before I can?”
“Sure. I figured out where Nathaniel Rogers was within a month of being outside the Collective. I bet you still haven't found him.” It is a low blow, but he deserves it.
He gives me his badass stare. It doesn't impress me and I let that show on my face. “I wasn't aware you knew of that name.”
“I didn't know it. It just goes to prove what a charmed life I live.”
“You wouldn't happen to want to tell me where I can find Mr. Rogers?”
“”No, I think I will keep that information to myself. I do hear it tends to be a beautiful day in his neighborhood, though.” I don't watch TV now, but as a kid, it was force fed to me at times when they couldn't find anyone to babysit me. That might be part of the reasoning behind my disdain.
Frank chuckles softly. “Cute. I will give you your two days to try to uncover a better suspect. If you cannot do it within that time, I am coming back for Jake. If that happens, my friends won't wait outside,” he says and then turns to leave. “Oh, if you still have Tommy lying around somewhere, I wouldn’t mind getting him back. He showed a lot of potential.”
Potential of being a psychopath. Sadly, I do still have Tommy sitting down in my dungeon. Alex and Sebastian are not satisfied with the information he has provided, so far, and they are keeping him from me. I think if they would just let me do half of the things I have planned for him, he would be singing like a canary.
“I think you better bring more people if you want to get out of here alive,” I inform him, but he doesn't take the bait and comment back. He leaves the building and his minions follow in his wake. I guess he figured out my thoughts on handing Tommy over.
“That was a little too much fun,” Jake says sarcastically. I don't think any of us are worried about me not meeting the deadline. They have both seen me in action and know I am quick to get to the bottom of things.
“Not as much fun as we are going to have. I think I am going to have to take Will up on his offer and you can just imagine the kind of mood that is going to put me in,” I reply and finally put my gun back in my holster. “Let's head to the set. Maybe by the time I get there I will be ready for my close-up.”
 
 



Chapter 10
Making a deal with human devils
 
We had to run home to pick up the Suburban before we could complete our odyssey. There was no way I was walking clear to the south side of town. I could have flown, but Clyde isn’t comfortable in the air.
I park in the same spot I did yesterday, when we reach the gates of Hell. I have a feeling that Hell is what this place is going to feel like after only spending a few minutes here. I cannot believe I am actually considering going through with this. 
If I didn’t think I would be able to get my best intel by being a part of the action, this wouldn’t be happening. I thought about just doing the fight coordinating deal, but I figured I would probably kill or severely injure too many of them to find out any useful information.
“Nyx, you have changed your mind already?” Will says immediately seeing me as I walk towards the group of people. I still don’t see a single one of them mourning over the loss of their female star. Hollywood must really be heartless.
“Can I speak to you and your director alone somewhere for a couple of minutes?” I ask. I know that a wolf is supposedly who attacked the woman, but that doesn’t mean someone of the human variety didn’t set it up to happen.
“Sure. Gene, we need to have a conference in my trailer real quick,” he shouts and leads me away from the crowd.
“I take it everything went okay with the scary man that showed up at your place,” he says opening a door on a very high-end looking trailer. 
When we enter, I find myself looking at a compact mansion. Mansion is the wrong word, but this is not what I imagined. There is a top of the line mini kitchen to our right, complete with stainless steel appliances and a wine bar. There is a nice size entertaining area that includes a fireplace of some sort and a black leather sectional. I doubt the fireplace is a wood burner, but it is probably gas and not just a digital image. I can see a divider that is currently closed, which I am guessing leads to his sleeping quarters.
“Wow,” Jake says as he makes his way in behind me. “This is way nicer than Stacy’s. Her place was lucky to have a beat up old couch.
“She was new to the showbiz world. With about ten more movies, she could have expected something like this,” Will replies as he enters and indicates we should have a seat.
We do as instructed, but I sit on the edge of the sectional in between Jake and Walt, so I am ready to jump up and get out of here as soon as possible. We don’t have a long wait before Gene makes his way into the trailer.
“Ah, Nyx. I am happy to see you,” he says with a huge grin. “I can only hope Will’s charms have paid off and you are willing to work with us.” Eww. The way he says it makes it sound like Will got lucky. I vomit a little in my mouth thinking about that.
“Will has nothing to do with this decision,” I reply. “He told me you need a leading lady and since my guard is being blamed for your last one’s demise, I am willing to work with you for the next couple of days. I need to find out who killed her or this town is going to look like World War III hit with a vengeance.”
“Hmm,” he mumbles thinking to himself for a second. “Only two days. I think we can probably shoot all your scenes with that amount of time. It will be difficult, but even as the leading lady, there aren’t a ton of them to shoot.”
“I will need time to investigate as well. I would say you could have me for about four hours a day. As far as I am concerned, you can just pretend to be shooting the scenes with me and then in a few days bring in a new girl. That would actually be my preferred method.”
“No, no, I think this will work. Why don’t you come out and we can do some screen testing. We can see how you look with the lights on you and figure out how much work makeup is going to have to do,” he says already opening the door to hurry me along.
“There will be no makeup,” I say leaping up to follow. “I will read your little lines and move around as the script indicates, but what you are looking at is what you get.”
“You are a little pale and might wash out, but we will make do,” he says not allowing my mood to deter his.
Jake is going to owe me big time for this mess. Personal slave for a month has a nice ring to it.
“I think you are really going to enjoy this. Maybe you will decide a change in professions is in order,” Will says as he catches up with me. Why he thinks he knows me so well is beyond me. I just keep walking and try to pretend he isn’t practically breathing down my neck.
“Okay, like I said, there won’t be a ton of scenes that we need you for. Here is the script that Stacy was using. All of your parts should be marked with the pink sticky notes,” Gene says shoving a stack of papers into my hands. I am happy to see only about a dozen sticky notes. “Today we will just do a couple of walkthroughs so we can figure out your strengths and weaknesses. Then you can take the script home and study overnight. I hope you have a decent memory. The previous girl’s wasn’t that great and we were already running into problems with her.”
Memory won’t be an issue. I imagine the actual content of the script might be. “Where do you want me?” I ask ready to get this over with. 
“You and Will need to move over to the couch on set. We will quickly go over the first scene you guys have together.”
Will grabs my hand and takes me over to said couch. At least it isn’t a rock, I think to myself as I take a seat. I flip open my script to the first sticky note. There are all sorts of little markings in the margins of the pages. They are in pink pen and by their stupidity, I assume they are Stacy’s doing.
They say things like “do a little lip pucker here”, “put left hand to heart and look dreamily into his eyes”, and “do NOT forget to enunciate this phrase like was practiced”. I am surprised there is actually room for a script in this mess.
I choose to ignore her helpful hints and read over the lines real quick. The writing is downright horrible, if you ask me. Maybe it had to be for the level of brainpower the person reading the lines had.
“Okay, I am ready. I say putting the script aside.” I have figured out the general idea and can fake my way through it. If they really want me to say some of those things, they are in for a rude awakening.
Will smiles and eagerly starts us off. “Okay Kim, why don’t you tell me what seems to be your problem?” he asks staring intently into my eyes. The intent I am seeing had better be a part of his acting.
“Detective Hursh, I am just not sure where to turn. I have seen this man stalking around the outside of my home three times now. I think he has been following when I leave as well. I keep seeing this blue car and I swear it is the same one every time,” I say keeping to exactly what the script had said. 
“That does sound rather suspicious. Can you describe the man to me?”
“Of course, I got a really good look at him. He is just a little bit shorter than you. He has short dark hair, probably black, and these cold, black eyes. I swear he could kill people with just one look. He is always wearing a long coat and I am afraid of what he is hiding underneath it. One time, when he turned his face, I saw a strange star shaped tattoo on the left side of his neck,” I reply adlibbing as I see fit. 
The original line was short and only included a vague description of him having dark hair and eyes. If a witness has really seen a person at least three times, they had better have archived a few more features than that.
“Wait a second,” Gene says interrupting the reading. “Those weren’t the lines and how did you know what the stalker looked like? You described him to a T.”
“Duh. Your lines sucked. Reading what was on that page is excessively out of character for me. If you want me here, you are going to have to live with my improvements. As far as knowing what he looks like, the creepy guy standing over there in a trench coat is a dead giveaway,” I say pointing to the guy giving me the willies. The makeup and wardrobe teams hit the mark on that one.
“I will say that the new lines made you feel a bit more rounded than what was there. If your ‘improvements’ don’t wreck the character development, I can allow them. I do want assurances that you will not read all your lines with a look in your eye like you are going to kill your costar. I didn’t ask for anything more than you to read right now, but eventually I will need you in character and to move around and change your expression. Very seldom will that expression need to indicate someone is near death,” Gene instructs.
I think that is going to take some work, but I don’t voice that opinion. “As you said, I am just reading some lines right now. I will get in character later. Should we continue?”
“No, I think I have what I need. Your paleness isn’t as bad as I thought it would be with the lights. They cast kind of an odd glow around you, but I think we can work with it.”
“Great. I will get home to study up. What time do you need me back here tomorrow?” I ask knowing he is going to state an ungodly hour that will just piss me off.
“I suspect you will be up for a while learning the script, so why don’t we say three. We can get other bits shot until you arrive.” Three? Wow. That isn’t that bad. 
“We haven’t talked about wardrobe. I am going on record as saying I will kill anyone that tries to put me in a dress or skirt. If you envisioned that for your ‘Kim’ character, you better adjust your thinking fast.”
“Nothing that horrible. Our vision for Kim starts out in jeans and t-shirt and evolves slightly, but not towards the frilly.”
I am not sure if that is supposed to be reassuring. It leaves out a lot of other styles I refuse to wear, but if they appear, I will just veto them later.  “Good. I have some reading to get done, so I will see you tomorrow,” I say getting up from the couch and hurrying over to Jake, Walt, and Clyde. “Let’s get out of here. It looks like most of the people have broken up for the night, so I will get the investigation officially underway tomorrow,” I tell them under my breath.
“You sure you don’t want to hang around for a little while and maybe read some lines together?” Will asks joining us.
“Yes, I am sure. Is there a second copy of the script lying around somewhere that I can have one of my guys use to help me practice?”
“Great idea,” Gene says providing me with another copy. I didn’t even realize he was standing that close to us. “You have my card already, so if you have any questions give me a call.”
I doubt I will have any, which is good because Clyde may have decided to eat the card. I choose not to bring up that point and direct my team back to the Suburban. We have a quick stop to make before we head home and it isn’t one I am looking forward to.
 
 



Chapter 11
Wicked witch of the East
 
I park a few blocks away from SpellBinders. If Hilda sees me coming, she has been known to make it difficult for me to get into the store. I am not sure what it is about the witches I meet, but for some reason they tend to have stereotypically witchy names. You could probably stick a hundred of them in a room and say a name like Glenda or Hilda and at least twenty of them would look your way.
So far today, Clyde has sat up front with me. It seems to make him happy and the guards have come to a mutual agreement that none of them want to sacrifice their shoes just to be able to control the radio. They are a bunch of wimps for letting the little puppy play them like that. 
I attach the mutt’s leash and maneuver him out my side of the truck. As he gets bigger, that feat is getting more difficult. I just hope he will always be able to fit in the car. If not, I am afraid I will be getting a lot more exercise. I might need to get a pickup that I can just throw him in the back, although the possibility of him jumping out would probably be too great to make that move.
“We are going to need to hustle,” I say as I take off in a fast clip. If I can get to the door quick enough, she won’t make the whole building invisible. Hilda has done that to me twice. I just sat out in front of where the store should be and waited for her to give in and bring the building back. Most days, witch isn't the word that comes to mind when I think of Hilda, but there is one that rhymes with it always on the tip of my tongue.
SpellBinders is the premiere place in Night Owl City for all things occult. There are a few other startups, but if you want high quality product, this is the place to be. I have been attempting to do my business here for the last two years. Hilda, for some reason, doesn’t like me much and tries to make the task difficult. I just cannot seem to make friends anywhere.
Within seconds, I am opening the door and I think I have beaten the witch at her games, however, when I enter, the usual landscape is not what I find. She has transformed it into a baby store. There are bassinets and cribs everywhere. Shades of pastels are burning into my eyes and I kind of want to pluck them out to make it stop. This has to be the worse trick she has tried. I need to find out who told her about my aversion to all things baby.
“Not funny, Hilda. I am asking for assistance on the guys’ behalf this time. I know you have a thing for Marcus and unless you want him to be succubus bait, you better make this go away.” 
Just about any female I run into has a thing for at least one of my guards. There are some men that fall into that category, but I rarely use it against them like I do with the females.
“But Marcus isn’t even in town,” the evil witch says popping up from behind a counter. It figures that she would know exactly where Marcus was. I bet she could tell me what he was wearing. Creepy, stalker witch.
“No, but the information you give me will be passed on to him. Can you please get rid of the pastels?”
“I hear you have been discussing babies lately. I thought you might want to start picking out colors,” she replies waving her hand to take away the travesty. I really need to find whoever is broadcasting personal details about my life and put a stop to it. I haven't personally been discussing babies, it is more the crazed men in my life that have been doing that. Finding out who has loose lips goes on one of my mental lists that are always running through my head.
“There are still no babies anywhere in my future,” I assert. One of these times, someone will actually believe that.
The shop has transformed back into what I am used to seeing. The walls are lined with shelves full of bottles advertising every miracle cure known to man. A few displays in the center of the room are filled with different rocks and crystals promising the same thing. To top everything off, she has a barrel of brooms and coat trees of pointy witches’ hats. If I didn’t know of her true power, I would think this was a novelty store.
Unless you know what you are asking for, you shouldn’t even attempt to enter this store. Hilda will take you for a ride like you will never believe. I haven’t learned that from personal experience, but I have seen the aftermath once or twice. Hilda has a tendency to “accidentally” add a little something extra to your shopping bag.
The proprietor of the shop is wearing a flowing black dress and one of the pointy hats. She is portraying herself today with a slight green tint to her skin that looks right at home on the frog of a woman. She stands just a little taller than me and has long black hair and pitch black eyes, showing no whites at all. How she thinks she would attract Marcus looking like that makes me scratch my head. I am sure he isn’t into Martians.
“I have actually heard babies will be springing from your womb before you know it. The Great Spirit has foreseen it.” Another thing about Hilda you have to get used to is her babbling. I doubt half the stuff she says is true, so I choose not to listen.
“Yeah, well, your ‘Great Spirit’ can kiss my ass. Can you give me some help with a succubus?” I ask. It isn’t really a wonder why she doesn’t like me. I don’t show enough respect to the voices in her head. For some reason that offends her. At least the voices I hear from time to time have physical manifestations that I can point out to people.
 “For you, no, I cannot help. You are a disrespectable, hodge podge of a creature and should be tarred and feathered for half the words that come out of your mouth,” she says projecting herself larger than she already is. The effect never does much for me. She isn't that much taller than me to begin with, a couple more inches still leaves her in the shrimp category compared to the people I live with. “If you are correct that Marcus is involved and may be in danger, we can talk.”
“I am pretty sure that is what I said. Sebastian has a succubus after him and you can imagine who will be standing by his side during any confrontation. Sebby claims he has things taken care of, but I want to ensure he is doing everything in his power to protect him and his guards.” Technically, I am sure he already is and I want the information for my wolves, but she doesn’t need to know that.
“Succubi suck,” she says and walks around the counter to start gathering ingredients. We might actually agree on something. It is a miracle. “They are relatively easy to protect against, though. How many charms do you think you will need?”
I really only want ones for Alex, Jake, Jonas, and Walt, but asking for a measly four seems lame. “Can I get about two dozen? I want to make sure all the usual suspects are protected, but the guys manning the doors should probably be included.”
“Good idea. It will only take me a few minutes to prepare these. Why don’t you guys look around and I will be back soon,” she replies disappearing into thin air.
“I am fine with you guys looking around, but don’t touch anything. The stuff she has in these bottles will probably turn you into a duck,” I say as I start leading Clyde around the room. 
Looking at Hilda’s potions always makes me laugh. She has an entire section dedicated to love potions. They come in about fifty different flavors, ranging from cherry to seaweed, and there are different strengths available. There is the schoolboy crush level up to the cannot breathe without you level. I bet some people found out the hard way that one really means the person cannot breathe unless you are in the room with them.
I can never figure out why witches don’t advertise a fall out of love potion. That one, I would buy in vats. You never know when you need to get rid of a nuisance. I have found many instances in the last couple of months where it would have come in handy. Examples include, but are not limited to, Tommy, Ryan, and Ben. Will might be making his way onto that list.
“Do people really buy this junk?” Walt says leaning close to a shelf reaching his hand out.
I hurry over and smack it away. “I told you not to touch anything. Yes, people get desperate enough to come in here and deal with Crazy Witch. I am sure everything does what it claims to do, but with Hilda's sense of humor, you probably get a little more than what you asked for. Sure, this will cure that acne, but it will also make your boobs swell kinds of things.”
“And there is no way to know what those side effects would be prior to taking it?” he asks still glancing at the rows of potions.
“It would be illegal for her not to put a warning on the bottle. The law doesn't say the warning has to be in English or what font size it needs to be. If someone files a complaint, all she has to do is bring out her magnifying glass and a translator.”
“That seems wrong,” he says and walks away.
“Yeah, well, that is Hilda for you.” I walk over to take a look at the crystals. Some of them are really cool looking, but who knows what, if anything, they will do. Unlike the potions, these are not required to have a warning label. Hilda gets around it by not guaranteeing they will do what is claimed. They still will do what they say, and they will have some nasty side effects, but no amount of searching them will tell you what those side effects are.
“I am supposed to warn you that you are going to feel very betrayed in the near future,” Hilda says reappearing next to me. I am used to her tactics, so I don’t bother to act surprised.
“Any word on where this betrayal will come from?” I ask spinning to glare at her. I get hints and messages like this all the time from people close to me. Another secret betrayal is nothing new. I have a traitor living in one of the rooms in my apartment for God’s sake.
“No. The Great Spirit just wants it to not come as a surprise. Maybe if you showed him more esteem, you would get a more detailed message.”
“I was born with a knife sticking out of my back, so any new ones I pick up along the way aren’t a big surprise. Do you have my charms ready?”
“Of course. Free of charge,” she says handing them over. Hilda, me, and free don’t belong in a sentence together, so I change my look to one questioning her motives. “I will get my payment in the near future. Before the year is out anyway.” Done with her part of the conversation, she transforms the room back into the pastel vomit I first saw. 
With what I came for in hand, it wasn’t really necessary. It isn’t like I was going to hang around for a cup of tea. I drag Clyde out of the shop as fast as I can. I am past ready to get home. Maybe reading lines with Alex will cheer me up. I know, doubtful, right?
 
 



Chapter 12
Learning my lines
 
The ride back to base is full of mindless chatter. I force both of the guys to wear the charm necklaces that Hilda provided. Jake was mildly hesitant, but I gave him a look that told him he better put it on or face my wrath. He got with the program after that. One of these days, he will finally realize he should just do what I tell him.
“You don’t think Clyde will need one, do you?” I ask curious on whether or not succubi have any effect on Hellhounds. I still have about zero knowledge on what exactly a Hellhound can do or what I am supposed to do with one following me around.
“I doubt it. Hellhounds are only loyal to their master, at least that is what I hear,” Walt responds. “You might want to think about wearing one yourself, though.”
I had already thought of the idea and decided it wasn’t necessary. “If our bond means she doesn’t have an effect on Sebastian, I doubt she will do anything for me.”
“I don’t see why you won’t let me give her a try,” Jake says proving the speech I thought he made last night that sounded so grown-up was hogwash.
“Quit being an idiot. Read up on the thing before you make a comment like that. She kills her partners.” It shouldn’t take anything more than that knowledge for someone with half a brain to run the other way.
“But not until she gives them the best night of their lives. Some would say that it was a good way to go,” he replies and is lucky that I can tell he is joking.
“We really need to find you a shrink. You are going to be fine staying in tonight, right? I don't want a repeat of last night's little tantrum,” I say pulling into my spot. Jake running around alone with the Collective after him and a succubus looming in the shadows is not what I need tonight.
“Even I am not that dumb. The Collective pretty much has a warrant out for me. For the next couple of days, I am glued to your side. You are the only person, probably in the whole world, that scares them enough to back off like they did today,” he says climbing out of the car while it is still running. What a little eager beaver. I turn the key and open my door.
“It works out well for me that they want me alive,” I reply grabbing Clyde. “I am sure one of these days I will piss them off enough to change their minds.” I am just surprised that day hasn’t already arrived.
“Let's not wish for that day too soon,” Walt says. We get in the elevator and are quickly whisked up to the penthouse.
Alex is waiting for us in the foyer. “Hey beautiful, I hear you got something for me.” Aww, he is in his dorky lovey dovey mood. As odd as it sounds, I prefer his jackass mood. Sebby has the market on the mushy side of my brain.
“I have a green one with your name on it,” I say digging the charm out of my package and handing it to him. “I really hope Hilda isn't playing a joke on me and that she did actually do something to these necklaces.” She would probably find it hilarious if a succubus ate all of my guards, well, all except Marcus.
“I am hoping that even though we aren't fully mated, I would have the same reaction Sebastian does when he is in her presence. Other females don't tend to cause a reaction, so this demon shouldn't be any different.”
“I am not taking any chances. You wear it or I cause you bodily harm.” He puts on the necklace ending the dispute. Good boy, maybe later you can have a cookie, I think to myself.
“So, what is this movie about? If I am going to be reading lines with you, I want to know my motivation,” Alex says and guides me into the living area. I take off Clyde's leash and settle in with my two copies of the script.
“How should I know? I have only read a few lines and I improvised half the words.”
“From what Stacy told me, when her mouth wasn't otherwise occupied, the movie is about some chick that has a stalker and ends up getting kidnapped. The detective working the case gets personally involved and fighting ensues,” Jake says as he grabs one of the scripts from me. 
“Any idea on how personal the detective gets?” Alex asks grabbing the stack of papers from Jake and then takes his seat next to me.
“I don't think it is wise for me to divulge the information. You will find out as you read the script, which you should probably start doing. I have a feeling Nyx is going to have to do a lot of rewriting.” 
I start flipping through my copy and I have to agree. I don't know if they had to dumb things down for Beach Bimbo Betty or what, but this is bad. I am basically playing an airhead and somehow this airhead is a marine biologist. No wonder the movies in the series are doing badly, if they actually think people are going to buy that. Any logical person would be questioning how this woman made it through college. Judging by the lines I see, she was spending a lot of quality time with the professors after class. Too bad no books were actually opened during those meetings.
“You are really good at improvisation,” Alex suggests as he skims his copy. “Let's start reading through it. We can all give you advice on what you should really say.”
“We will probably have to read it over a couple of times and I cannot believe I am going to say it, but we need to do more than just say the lines. We will need to see if I can even act.”
“This should be fun. Is Jonas awake yet? He won't want to miss this,” Jake says a little too enthusiastically for my liking.
“With you making all of that noise, how could I not be?” Jonas asks coming out of his room. His hair is wet, so I assume a shower was in his not so distant past.
“You need to grab one of the necklaces from the bag over there,” I say pointing as if he couldn't figure out which one I speak of.
“I am not really in to jewelry.”
“It is either the necklace or death,” I say fixing him with one of my death scowls. Jonas doesn't tend to be difficult, so it may be a first time for him to be on the receiving end of this particular look.
“How did they convince you to be in the movie? I am pretty sure I would have heard if Hell froze over,” he says putting on his necklace and then heading to the kitchen.
“The Collective is after Jake because his girlfriend turned up looking like a chew toy, a very dead chew toy. At least that is the story. I haven't seen the body and I imagine Frank has it under lock and key, so I won't be seeing it anytime soon.”
“She has been given two days to find the real killer or they are going to attempt to take Jake in,” Walt adds.
“Fun,” Jonas says returning with his breakfast. “I imagine without a body you are a little behind the eight ball.”
“A body would be helpful. Since I am lacking one, I am working undercover. Tomorrow I will get a closer look at the girl's trailer and the scene of the crime. I didn't want to be seen snooping around on my first day as an actress on set. I don't want to tip anyone off.”
“Don't take offense, Princess, but you undercover as an actress is something I have to see.” I am just happy the other half of my guards are away at the moment. I am sure they will hear stories later and judging by the gleam in Jonas' eyes there will probably be a videotape surfacing at some point.
“You should hand over your phone now,” I tell him.
“Not happening. I hear these days they are paying good money for dirt on you.”
“You are lucky I like you, Jonas. I know you wouldn't sell me out.”
“Of course not, but I may need to get something to keep as blackmail for later. If you ever start acting like you are going to do something stupid, I can just threaten to roll the videotape. It might keep you in line.”
I doubt it and will have to commandeer his phone some time to see what other blackmail worthy things he has on it. “Can we get started on these lines? I am expecting a call from Sebastian sometime soon and I need to get some sleep so I am at my best tomorrow.”
“Sure. Let's start at the first scene,” Alex says turning on the couch to face me.
I flip to the scene I started to read through with Will and we begin. I find that reading with Alex and acting things out isn't as horrible as I expected. Yes, I have to pretty much make everything up as I go and even correct some erroneous statements, but it isn't that bad. 
When we get to the final scene and I read the directions of what we are supposed to be doing, I stop. “Why are you taking my shirt off?” I ask and start turning through the script. 
“You had to see this coming,” Alex replies. I look up at him and see him grinning from ear to ear.
“There is no way I am doing a sex scene with Will,” I say as I feel my whole body shiver. “Gross.”
“You won't actually be naked or anything. It will just be a few kisses and some noises.”
“And you, the person who has a strict rule about who is allowed to even touch me, is okay with me kissing this other guy?” I ask not believing it for a second.
“Hell no. I am sure you will find a way out of it. I will be on the set for that scene and you better believe there isn't a chance in Hell that his pencil dick is touching any part of your body, even through a dozen layers of clothing.” That's more like it.
“I guess we are done then. They are going to have to figure out an alternative last scene or get a body double. I think the improvements we made on my parts will make the movie a blockbuster.”
“You aren't too bad at this acting stuff,” Jake says. During the reading, the guys sat back, barely breathing, so I guess we did okay. “They might want to talk to Alex about taking over for Will. The chemistry you two have is amazing.”
“He is right. I know you guys are mates and all, but up until now, I hadn't seen the deep connection most mates have sparking between you two,” Jonas adds.
I look over at Alex and ours eyes lock. I don't think I feel anything different, but I know that we have grown closer lately. Hell, I actually touched his penis earlier today, so that is a huge improvement from the path we had been on.
“It is starting to feel more natural. We have both gotten over the shock of the situation and have slowly learned more about one another,” Alex says not looking away. His eyes look different to me for some reason. There is something in them that I am afraid of. I am worried that my eyes are reflecting back the same emotion and I don't know if I am ready to admit it, yet. “Don't worry. We both know where we stand.”
“Says you,” I say and get up to go to my room. I think I need a little alone time. I don't understand how I can be in love with two men.
 
 



Chapter 13
Phone call home
 
I know that the guys can still hear everything I do, but the walls of my room offer me a little piece of mind. In situations like this, where I am confused out of my mind, I have Sebastian walk me through things. I am not sure he is the best person to contact right now because he is, in a way, part of the problem.
With him out of the picture for this case, I take out my phone and call the only person I can think of that might have some insight. I know this whole love business was supposed to eventually happen, but isn't it cheating on one of them to feel this way about the other?
I am sure I wouldn’t like it if I walked in on them kissing some other chick. I cannot believe they feel any different about the situation. It is really creepy how well they get along and actually encourage each other to spend more time with me. That is wrong, right? I need something or someone to help straighten up all these thoughts.
“Hey Sweetie,” my father says answering his phone. “To what do I owe this pleasure?”
Over the past few weeks, I have started to really get to know my father. Between Uncle Walt's tales and mostly email correspondence with the man himself, we have built a relationship that people might actually confuse as father and daughter. Ones that have actually known each other their whole lives and not less than a year like we have.
I think we have the market on weirdest introduction. Most daddies meet their children just after the mom gives birth, but for us it happened when I was sent to kill him. As one can tell by him speaking to me now, I decided against carrying out the assignment.
“I am confused, Aaron. I don't understand why I have to have two mates,” I say as I collapse down on my bed.
He laughs. Not in a mean way, just a soft chuckle of a father dealing with a confused teenager, which is exactly how I feel. “I don't know that you were ever specifically meant to have two mates. I knew that once things got activated the wolf part of you would probably want one, but I don't think anyone expected you to also get stuck with a vampire one.” His deep voice is having a calming effect on me. I can picture him reading me bedtime stories and feeling safe cocooned next to him. Something that never happened, but it is still causing that reaction.
“Is it wrong to have strong feelings for both of them? I know I used to want to kill Alex, but now I think I would fight to the death to protect him from harm.” There isn't really any thinking about it. If a succubus were stalking after Alex, I would want to kill her just as much as I do the one after Sebastian.
“That is a normal mate reaction. It is good that you are feeling that way. It won't take away from what you already felt towards Sebastian. Your heart was made to love them both. Trust me; it is big enough for the job.”
“How do you know for sure? Does it have something to do with the third part of my genetic makeup?” I ask and start to pet Clyde who has wandered into my room to join me. He takes up more of the bed every day. I hope that since it is king size he will never outgrow it like the Suburban.
“Your mother's species does have the capacity for a great amount of love, even if she doesn't. She is an exception to their normal way of life. For that reason, she is actually hunted by them.” Great. Mom is a rebel and everyone in the world hates her. No wonder I feel like an adolescent that cannot make up her mind. Crazy is preprogrammed into my genes.
“What is she?” I ask knowing it is still not time for me to know. With the hints I have been getting from him, I still have no clue on what she could be. I have not found a paranorm species, yet, in my research that covers the clues. Maybe she is some weird hybrid herself.
“Soon. Just a little over a month now. You have been learning the other parts to you and this third part is going to be even harder for you to understand. It will require changes in your life and it is best you have totally come to terms with your other parts before you take the changes on. With your connection to Alex growing, I think you will be ready in time,” he replies. I still hate the fact that the men in my life think it necessary to be mysterious when they talk to me. I am rarely able to get a straight answer out of anyone. One of these days, I am just going to stop talking and see how they like it. Remember, I am in a moody teenager mood, so it makes sense to me.
“Enough talk about how messed up I am. How has your week been going?”
“Boring as usual. As you know, the place I am hiding is outside the normal world and I don't exactly fit in here. I am grateful they let me stay, but sometimes I wish they were a little more civil about it,” he answers.
He won't tell me where this secret location is, even though Walt and Jonas know. I don't know what he expects me to do with the knowledge, but it kind of sucks being left out of the loop.
“Sometimes I wish my life could be just a little bit more boring. Jake is in trouble with the Collective because the human girl he had been fornicating with turned up dead. I am working undercover to try to find the real killer before they swoop in and try to take him.” It sounds much more exciting than it really is. Tracking people down is what I do and I don’t imagine this case will be any different than the hundreds of others I have already done.
“That sounds like fun for you. I am sure you will get everything figured out and thwart the evil villains' attempt to take him,” he says in a dramatic voice reminding me of my earlier thoughts of him reading to me.
“Tell me a story, Daddy,” I say curling up with Clyde. I never got the chance to act like a little girl and I always hear it is never too late. I wish I had some footed pajamas that I could slip into to complete the moment.
“I am sure Walt has told you a lot of my best ones, but did he ever tell you about the time he dared me to steal the family crest from our father's office?” he asks. I have heard the story, but I want to hear his version. I am thinking Walt only has part of the story and he tends to exaggerate just a little.
“No, why don't you tell me about it.”
“Well, it happened many years ago, when I was twelve and Walt was only eight. We were always getting into trouble and trying to find something to dare the other one to do in hopes they would get caught. How little boys' minds work is beyond me these days. Anyway, in our father's office hung our family’s crest. It was an original that had been around for centuries. Other than my mother, and maybe us kids, it was my father’s most prized possession. This was back when we still ruled the wolves, so our family name meant everything.
 “Being young and stupid, I accepted the bet and started to make plans for my great caper. My father spent most of his day in the office, so finding the perfect time was rather difficult. I finally got an opportunity late one night. I carefully snuck down the stairs making no noise. Well, I thought I was being quiet. It turned out I didn’t need to worry about it. When I reached the office door, my father was sitting at his desk, in the dark, waiting for me.
“He said, 'You still have a lot to learn, my boy. I heard about your little dare within minutes of it being made. Every night for the last week, I have pretended to go to bed and then made my way back here through a secret passage and waited for you. I am guessing you at least planned a little since you didn’t appear the first night.'
“I looked at him surprised that he didn't do something to just stop the dare in the first place. I even told him that I was happy that he didn't seem upset. He told me that he had to let me be a kid for as long as I could. Things were changing and the easy life we had been living would come to an end soon. We sat and talked for a while and I learned some of the inner workings of the greatest man I ever knew that night.
“I am sorry you will never be able to meet him. When he was killed, a dark curtain fell over the paranorm world. Sorry about that, I am getting away from what I was trying to say. I didn't mean for our story to turn glum. I am sure you were really looking for a story about fairy princesses,” he says and the emotion in his voice almost brings tears to my eyes.
“It was a perfect story, Dad. I want to hear all about Grandpa one of these days, even the parts that are sad.” 
Uncle Walt's version of the story was quite different. There was no sit down and long conversation. Dad ended up having to dust his father's office for a week because he accepted the foolish bet. As a young kid that was not something he relished. Walt told of him taunting Dad while he did his dusting and eventually Walt ended up getting his own punishment for harassing him.
“You don't know how happy I will be when we can finally be together as a family.”
“It is something I look forward to. Why can't you just come now?” I ask.
“There are a couple of reasons and they haven’t changed since the last time I told you. One, I am afraid your mother may be keeping tabs on me and I don't want to lead her right to you. I have a feeling she will find you on your birthday anyway, but I want to keep her at arm’s length until then. The second reason for me staying here is passage in and out of this world is tricky. There are many levels of red tape that I had to get through to be assured an entrance and exit passport. My passport has an exit date stamped into it of January 19, so until then my hands are tied.” Two days before my birthday and a week before the fabled Wolf Moon. It still feels like an eternity away.
“I hate red tape,” I say wishing I had a giant pair of scissors to cut through it.
“Me too, Sweetie. It sounds like you have a case to handle tomorrow for Jake, so you should probably get some sleep. I will see you soon, love you.”
“I love you, too, Daddy. Good night,” I reply hanging up the phone. I don't know how much he really helped me with my problem, but I like hearing his voice.
“Love, just wanted to say real quick that everything is still good here and I am sorry I didn't call earlier. We have both been busy, but I did want to tell you to sleep tight. No nightmares are allowed,” Sebastian whispers through my mind.
“I will have Clyde chase them away. I am really spent, so I will call you in the morning,” I reply and feel him disengage from the active conversation. There aren't a ton of hellos and good-byes in my world. We say what is needed and move on.
 
 



Chapter 14
A new lead in the case
 
Happily, I make it through the night without dreams of she demons. The alarm is going off, so I expect it is noon. I am supposed to be on the set at three, but there are a few things I wanted to look into before I get there. Delaying my appearance as long as possible is only a happy side effect.
Becoming more aware, I smack the alarm to shut it off. Clyde has been replaced in bed with a very warm Alex. There will be no repeats of yesterday's morning interlude, but it feels good to have someone holding me close right now. For a girl that hated being touched, and still does by most people, it is strange to welcome his embrace.
“What are the tasks you want to get done before your acting debut?” my overgrown puppy asks.
“I need to do some research on the girl, see if she had any enemies that could have hired this out. I want to get more information on the movie series itself, as well. It has been mentioned that it is struggling, so that might have had something to do with the death,” I tell him as I shimmy out from under his arm and make my way to the bathroom to take a shower.
The hot water feels really good against my skin this morning. I choose a rather fragrant-less shampoo. I don't want my nose to be confused when I go around sniffing things later today. It is bad enough that, after only having the humans around for a short time, the air in Night Owl City is getting the decay smell I experienced in D.C. a month or so ago. When I got out of my car yesterday near the set, it frightened me how quick it is happening. I hope that once they hit the road things will go back to normal.
“I think everyone should be with you today,” Alex says handing me my towel as I step out of the shower. I grab it from him and wrap it around me. I don’t rush through the process in shock that he would dare sneak a peek at me without clothes. About a month ago, it would have been a different story. Maybe not the shock part, but I would at least threaten him with some kind of bodily harm.
“That is a good idea. We need to make sure Jake is safe in case Frank and his goons show up again.” I dry off and then use the towel to wrap my hair up.
I give Alex a quick kiss on the cheek as I move past him to get to my closet. I decide jeans are the way to go for the day. I want to try to blend in as much as possible. If I am going to need to change for the movie at some point, I probably shouldn't carry all of my knives. Not knowing what they will want me to wear, I stick with my thigh sheaths. They should be covered no matter what they stick me in.
To top things off, I grab one of my standard black tops and my boots. Feeling more ready for the day, I go back to the bathroom and take care of my hair, a simple ponytail will do. They will probably want to do some real styling on the set. I am told I have a natural beauty, supposedly from my mother, and I have never bothered with makeup for personal use. I do own some for when I am undercover, but since I am undercover as myself, I don't think it is needed.
When I go back out to my room, Alex is waiting fully dressed. He is wearing jeans that match the dark blue shade of mine and a tight black t-shirt. I am pretty sure every one of his muscle ripples is visible. Sometimes when I look at my beaus, I think the third part of me is part cat because I always feel like purring.
“And I think I am a gorilla when I see you because I just want to bang on my chest. Then the caveman part kicks in and I cannot wait to drag you back to my cave,” Alex replies to my unspoken words.
“Yeah, you look kind of like a monkey. Let's go get me fed. I assume Clyde has already been taken care of since I didn't wake up to sulfur breath,” I say leading the way out of the bedroom.
“I know we didn't have Clyde long before we found Walt, but I will be forever grateful that he followed you guys home. If you had to take care of all that dog's needs, we would never get any alone time.” Now that is a true statement. Clyde likes a lot of attention and spoiling him rotten hasn't done me any favors. He is warming up to the guards a little bit these days, which gives me even more free time.
When we enter the kitchen, Clyde is sitting by the stove doing his best good dog impression. As soon as I see him sitting like that, I want to scream it is an act and people should not be fooled. Walt is scrambling up some eggs and frying bacon. I speculate how many pieces of bacon have “accidentally” fallen on the floor. Judging by Clyde’s grin, it has been more than a couple.
“How is my baby this morning?” I ask walking over to give Clyde a little kiss on the top of his head. He smiles at the gesture. It is sad that I barely have to bend down to complete the task.
“He is being very well-behaved, as usual,” Walt replies. I have come to believe that it isn't only mine and Walt's similar DNA that makes the Hellhound like him. I think Clyde sees him as a kindred spirit of sorts. I don't know enough about Walt to know why that is, but that is the vibe I pick up. It could also just be all the table scraps the man gives him. It is no wonder the Hellhound is getting huge.
“Jonas went downstairs to check out some disturbance and Jake is in the shower,” Walt says bringing us up to date on everyone’s location. 
I can hear Jake in the shower, so it isn't exactly a news flash. I hope that he has been in there for a while because the boy likes to play in the water. Two weeks ago, he took a shower that I swear lasted forty-five minutes. What was really going on in there, I don’t want to know, but it was mind-numbing waiting around for him to finish.
“Any ideas on what the disturbance was?” I ask stealing a slice of bacon real quick from the done pile. We get at least one Collective agent sneaking around once or twice a week, so I am not too worried.
“The guard that called it in said it was of the human variety. We figured one of the movie people got curious about the high security around this place and tried to sneak a peek.” I was hoping we were far enough away that we wouldn’t get a lot of foot traffic from them.
“No such luck,” Jonas says dragging a very annoyed looking Will in with him. We don't allow many people in the penthouse, so I am surprised he is allowing it. Phee had to be scanned in every system Alex had before she was allowed the pleasure of seeing where I slept. It was mentioned that they did background checks on all the crew, but I didn’t think even that would get one of them through my door.
“You don't have to be so rough,” Will says extracting himself from the bigger man's grasp. I won't point out to him that it looked like Jonas was being a kitten compared to his usual manhandling. I am not seeing any dislocated shoulders, so he is lucky. “I would have called, but I didn't have your number. There was another crew member killed last night and I thought you would like to know about it before those other paranorms you were fighting with yesterday found out.” I guess he missed my number on my building when he visited yesterday. I will have to look into making it bigger and maybe adding some flashing lights.
“Has the body been moved?” I ask excited about this new development. Without Stacy's body, I was going to have problems tracking down the culprit, but now I should be able to pick up the trail. I can usually pick up something from the scene of a crime, it isn’t a total guarantee, but I like my chances.
“No, we left it where it was and tried to keep people away. Only a few of us know about it, so far, and we were trying to keep it that way for you. The dead guy was one of the sound crew. Not many people knew him well, but we hung out a few times. He was liked a lot more than Stacy, so there may be more of a ruckus about this death.”
“Do you know if the body looks the same as Stacy's?” I ask grabbing a couple more slices of bacon. It doesn't look like I will be hanging out at the apartment doing research after all.
“It looks like it was attacked by a wild animal, so I would assume they are similar. Big claw marks are pretty apparent on it.”
“Did the two deceased have any connection that you know of?”
“I doubt it. Justin was a bit below Stacy's radar. She has been sleeping with a lot of higher up people to get where she is, so I doubt she would let Justin have a taste. I don't think they had ever talked in any other capacity either.”
“Great, let's go,” I say running to grab Clyde's leash.  I do that a lot. “Mommy will give you three steaks later if you don't complain about not getting more breakfast.” I know he is not going to be very willing to just leave, so I am forced to try bribery. At his size, it is hard for me to make him do anything. I thought he was supposed to obey his mistress, but that doesn't seem to be the case. If he didn’t reply to many of my words with his actions, I would think he only understood demonese.
“I am bringing the bacon with us,” Walt says wrapping the paper towels up and chasing after us. “That should keep him happy.”
Clyde gets a move on it when he hears that. “What's going on?” Jake asks walking out of his room, thankfully already dressed.
“We got a corpse to examine. Move it or lose it,” I tell him as I pass.
The whirlwind swirling around me seems to capture them all and they fall into line like good soldiers. When I get to the Suburban, I yell, “Lead the way,” to Will. I doubt he walked all the way here, so he has to have a car somewhere.
I pull out of the garage and see a bright red sports car, of the Ferrari variety, waiting for us to join it. Boys and their toys. Maybe I should point out to him that it is a well-known fact that the more zeroes in the price of a car, the smaller the penis. I am pretty sure there are studies on it.
For now that will wait. I have my first lead in getting Jake off the Collective's radar, so my mind needs to get in the game. With any luck, I might be able to solve this thing before I have to pretend to be an actress. I just make a mental note to find an article about one of those studies, so I can email it to Will later. I am sure he will find it a thrilling read. 
 
 



Chapter 15
Standard issue werewolf attack
 
Will drives us past the main set area and to a trailer on the west edge of the human camp. I hadn’t realized just how far they were spread out. They might as well annex this part of town and give it its own name. I have quite a few ideas for names, but I don’t think I will share them at this moment. We park our cars and I get out. I wonder if the annex could get a dome put over it to keep all the stinky air to themselves. Why my mind thinks up these things, I will never know.
“Walt, do you mind keeping Demon Dog?” I ask. “I would prefer to keep him away from another dead body. The look of glee in his eyes when he sees them is really creepy.” Earnestly, one of these days I am not going to be able to stop him from jumping in and treating a body like a new chew toy.
“Sure, we are good back here for a little while. I still have some bacon left.” Maybe he should have also brought a cow with him. I will try to make this quick because a few slices of bacon won’t hold him for long.
Alex, Jonas, and Jake join me following Will into the trailer.
“I am glad you are here,” Gene says in way of greeting. “When it was just Stacy, I wasn’t really worried, but Justin will be missed. He was good people and was well liked on the set.” Well liked, but not exactly well-known if Will’s earlier comment is to be believed.
“There is also the issue of more of us potentially being killed,” Will adds. “Did you round up any witnesses while I was gone?” The idea of a witness excites me.
“I am pretty sure Millie saw something, but you know how she is. When I asked her, she got a weird look in her eyes before shaking her head no.”
“Well, it is a start for Nyx. It probably won’t help that much, though. The body is in the bedroom back here,” Will says moving us towards a curtain.
Behind the curtain, I find a body of a young man. His face is still in good shape and I would put him around thirty. His neck is ripped open and he has claw marks along his torso. It isn’t anywhere near the worse thing I have seen, in fact I would call it mild.
“Since there aren’t a lot of other kinds of animal shifters in this part of town, I believe you are looking at a werewolf attack.” I say just for fun. It is obvious what happened here and I doubt the humans are even aware of the other kinds of shifters out there.
“And there is no chance he will survive and just become a werewolf?” Gene asks. Okay, so the humans don’t know anything about shifters at all.
Alex chuckles under his breath. I cannot hold back a full laugh. “Maybe someone should think about providing the humans with accurate information about the people living in the town next door. No, he will not turn into a werewolf. That isn’t possible. Those with the gene are born with it.”
“Would you happen to have that particular gene?” Will questions.
“That is still none of your business,” I reply getting closer to the body to see if I can find out anything more from it. 
It looks like a pretty standard attack. No unique marks with the teeth or claws. The strong scent of cologne is overpowering most of the other smells in the room. I pick up lavender and vanilla, but I don’t really have a way of knowing whom they belong to. I can see wolf hairs on the bed that would be useful if we had a database of werewolf DNA just sitting around waiting for us at home. Sadly, only the Collective has something like that and I doubt they have every single werewolf in it. That isn’t a database you want to be listed in.
“You picking up anything useful?” Alex asks taking a closer look himself.
“Not really. I want to talk to the witness and see what she has to say. There are hairs around that the Collective might be able to get something on, but will be of no use to us.”
“Jonas, will you go ahead and bag them anyway?” Alex asks and Jonas quickly takes out a baggy and a set of tweezers from somewhere. I didn't see where they came from and I am surprised that is something he just carries around with him.
“I have been to crime scenes before, Princess. Being around you has just increased the frequency of those delightful moments.” Evidently, enough for him to carry around evidence baggies in his pocket. I think something is wrong with this picture.
“So, this is something you guys do all of the time?” Will was at my place of business just yesterday, so I don't know why he has to ask. Maybe he didn't believe there was really a crossbow aimed at his testicles. I will have to remember to give him a demonstration later, I think and hear myself laughing manically in my mind.
“I am a private investigator, what do you think I do all day? I can assure you I don't go around taking pictures of cheating spouses or rescuing kittens from trees.”
“Don't you have a police force or something that looks into crimes like this?”
“I sure as Hell wouldn't classify them as what you consider police, but the Grand Collective does look into this type of thing,” I say using the official title for the bastards that lied to me all my life and work hard to make others’ lives miserable. You could say I am still bitter over that, just a tad. 
“The guys that were in your office yesterday? They didn't exactly seem to be that friendly with you. Did you kick their puppy or something?” he asks continuing to be annoying. I know it is just a saying, but it is a really stupid one to use in a town full of werewolves. Has he noticed I am the only one in this entire town that has a pet? Even the witches, who people would think would have a familiar or some silly cats running around, don't keep pets in this town. They tend to be treated as appetizers.
“No, the man that came in to talk was my foster father growing up. You could say we have issues.”
“Where is your other boyfriend at? You haven't brought him back here since that first day. Do you alternate weeks between the two of them or something?” How is knowing where Sebastian is or how our love triangle works going to help this situation? It's not and I would appreciate it if he didn’t wander off topic.
“Calm down just a little. I really don’t think you blowing holes in the humans is a good idea right now,” Alex says trying to keep me from bursting.
“Nice try, but this guy is too big of an ass to not put him in his place. You know, he kind of reminds me of you when we first met,” I reply and cut off mental communication to ignite the fireworks display.
“What is wrong with you humans? We are standing over a dead body of someone you said you didn't despise and you want to know more about my dating life. Where my other mate is, is none of your business. Now, take me to this witness, so I can hurry up and find the killer before he decides large, ignorant jerk is on the menu,” I say and start pushing my way out of the room. It is moments like this that I just don't understand people.
“Hold on a second,” Will says catching up. “I am sorry about that, you just are a really intriguing person and you had said something about your father, so I thought maybe you were opening up on a personal level and it just seemed like a chance to ask some of the questions that have been bugging me.” Great. Now he is rambling. 
“Let me explain this to you, in smaller words since I don't think you got it the first time we met. I am not human, you are. That means there is nothing about me that should interest you. We ain't ever going to happen, not even on the big screen, so you need to forget about it. My personal relationship with anyone is no one's business.” There. I know there might have been a couple of words he couldn't understand in there, but he should get the underlying meaning. If he doesn't, I am sure Alex's fist will explain it even better.
“Hard to get. Got it. How about I walk you over to Millie's. Like I said earlier, I don't think you will get much help from her,” he says and opens the trailer door to let me out. If I wasn’t in the middle of something, I would be banging my head on the nearest wall for his comment about me playing hard to get. The far off planet without men is sounding better all the time.
I vacate the building and then fall in step behind him as he leads me to the closest trailer. “Why do you think Millie isn't going to be very helpful? If she saw the guy, like Gene seemed to indicate, it could be a crucial break in the case.”
“Millie may be the best makeup artist in the industry, but she is also deaf. She cannot hear or speak at all, so your conversation is going to be full of a lot of hand gestures that not many people understand,” he says as he knocks on the door.
“Doesn't she travel with an interpreter? I would think if she is as big as you claim, then she would have some assistance with her day-to-day tasks.”
“Since another member of the crew knew sign language they didn't think it was necessary to bring someone else in,” he says knocking louder. If the woman inside cannot hear, I wonder what he thinks he is going to accomplish.
“You said 'knew' in the past tense. I am guessing the body I was just looking at was your interpreter.” I highly doubt Stacy had the patience, or mental aptitude, to learn sign language. From what I have heard, she thought her hands were needed for more interesting purposes.
“That's right. The two of them were pretty close, since he was the only one she could successfully communicate with,” he says pounding harder on the door. “Come on.”
“She cannot hear, why do you think she will answer the door?” I ask tired of watching him look ridiculous.
“She can feel the vibration,” he replies as a woman finally opens the door. By now, everyone else in my posse has joined us and it looks like Gene is tagging along. I guess it is time to see if those mime school classes are finally going to pay off. It’s a joke, in case the other people in my head didn’t figure that one out. You won’t find me stuck anytime soon in an invisible box.
 
 



Chapter 16
Gestures and me don’t mix
 
 We are allowed into a trailer that is very similar to the one I just came from. Neither of them is very special. Standard kitchenette, comfortable looking couch facing a small television, and a curtain door leading off into a bedroom area.
It is nowhere near big enough for our large group, but we make do. It seems no one is willing to wait outside while I question the witness. I don’t think I am that interesting to watch, but I must have missed a memo saying otherwise. 
I sit Millie down on the couch and place myself next to her so we are facing each other. I am not even sure where to start my questioning. I know what I would ask her if it was a normal conversation, but how to ask her if she saw a werewolf attack her friend with hand gestures, might be a little beyond my repertoire.
I go with something basic and point to her, then my eyes and finish by making my scariest face. I get my fangs to drop just to add to the effect. Thankfully, everyone else in the room is behind me, making it so they cannot see my antics. I don’t think I even want to see the contortions going on in my face region.
She shakes her head adamantly and starts moving her hands frantically. I have no clue what she is saying. This is going to take all of my patience. Even if she were to slow down the movements, I would still be lost.
“She says it wasn't a vampire,” Walt says from the back of our group. I thought he was supposed to be in the car. “I heard you guys talking about not having someone who understood sign language and thought I would come offer my services.”
“I didn't know you knew sign language,” I say as the guys let him move forward. He is pulling Clyde along, who is having fun trying to smell every fiber of carpet on the floor. The things that amuse that dog still astonish me.
“You saw the town I was living in not that long ago. How do you think I kept myself from going crazy?” He draws Millie's attention and starts signing to her. He is moving pretty fast, so I can tell this wasn't just a passing fad for him. The town he referenced, Ghost Town, only has about a hundred residents and even running the town saloon must have gotten pretty boring for him.
“She says she saw a young man, most likely not even twenty, shift into a big gray wolf and then start attacking Justin. She got scared and ran away. When he came out of the trailer as a humanoid, he was carrying a book of some sort. He did some weird ritual where he held the book up towards the sky and then kissed it after saying something. It was still dark out and she didn't get a look at his features,” Jonas relays. She has been more help than she knows just mentioning the book.
“Tell her thank you for her time. I have everything I need to know.” I wait while he does a gesture with his hands. She quickly gestures something back to him.
“She wants to know how you can be out in the daylight. I take it you showed your fangs while you were doing your werewolf impression.”
“You can either tell her I am not a vampire or I am a special variety. Both are somewhat true.” I stand to leave trying to decide how to go about finding the particular person behind this.
“It looks like you are planning to run off. Can I get you to run through your scenes real quick before you do?” Gene asks when he catches up with me outside. “There may be some other witnesses we can round up that could provide you with a better description.” 
I doubt it and it wouldn't really matter because it is highly unlikely the same person killed both humans. The book ritual means the guy had just finished his initiation into a group that calls themselves The Enlightened. It is a group of whacked out werewolves that believe we are on this earth to be true monsters. They target humans every chance they get and rarely leave their victims alive. I have had to execute many of their ranks and would love to find a way to eradicate them all.
Not that I am particularly fond of humans. They annoy the crap out of me and give me rashes, but I am not some all-knowing being that can pick who deserves to live and die. I leave that for the shit disturbers upstairs and try to worry about making it through a day without pissing every single person I come in contact with off. I don’t ever succeed, but it keeps me busy enough to not go around killing random people.
“I don't need any other witnesses. I already know who is behind this and I just need to come up with a plan to bring them to justice.” Finding a giant sledgehammer able to crush their building comes to mind as a great plan.
“Does that mean you aren't going to work with us? I know you didn't sign anything, but you said I could have you for eight hours.”
I doubt he has any actual legal standing and I really don't want to be any part of their movie, but I cannot in good conscience let them move forward with the sappy script they have. The scenes I am in are easy enough and shouldn't take more than a couple of hours. The wolves I need to talk to probably aren't up anyway.
“You can have me until dusk today. That should take care of any scenes I need to be in. We do need to have a little discussion about that last one, though. I don't think it is wise to have me in even a pretend sex scene.”
“Why not? I was looking forward to showing you what I have to offer,” Will claims. Now, I want a giant sledgehammer to hit him in the head with.
“Believe me, I have relationships with a werewolf and a vampire, anything you got is going to pale in comparison. Plus, I doubt even your best airbrush person would be able to fix this,” I say and turn around to show them my back. There is no way they can argue with the proof before their eyes.
“Holy cow. What happened to you and is the person still breathing because you don't figure they would be with your personality,” Will says and I can feel him getting closer to me. I bet he wants to touch it and that ain't happening.
I put my shirt back down and turn around. I end up nose to chest with the idiot so I take a colossal step backwards. “I wasn't always able to defend myself like I can today. If someone tried to do anything remotely similar now, I would actually let my dog eat their carcass after I played with them first. As far as the person that did it, sadly, the asshole is still breathing, but it is a temporary state of being for him. I have more scars you should consider as far as the movie goes.  Specifically, a nasty one running up my leg that might make wearing anything other than pants difficult.”
“I would say we could get you a body double, but I don't know how we are going to find one with so little time. We could try to have one of the makeup people cover it up, but that would take too long. We could write the scars into the script, but we would have to make them look a little newer.”' Gene keeps coming up with ideas and shooting them down himself. I hate being nice, but I think I will let him off the hook. My idea will brighten someone else’s day, so maybe it will be worth it.
“If I could get you a stand in, what exactly would she need to do? I have someone that could be confused with me from the back and she might be okay doing those shots.” She might also kill us all with her enthusiasm, but I keep that bit to myself.
“Hmm,” Gene hums thinking about it. “If she could go through the scenes where you are standing up, then we could splice her into any of the scenes where your scars are visible. We would want you to still act through them all and just use her for the two or so times your back is in the shot.” I got the idea from his first sentence. It wasn’t necessary for him to say more or less the same thing twice.
“Are you that important in the paranorm world that you have to have a body double available to you?” Will asks again fishing for information.
“Of course. How else would I be allowed to have two mates?” I answer his asinine question with one of my own. “So, I would still be the one hopping in bed pretending to be enjoying Will having sex with me.” Gene said it twice; I might as well say it too.
Will's face lights up at the idea. I guess he doesn't realize it wasn't a compliment.
“I would prefer that it be you. Your face will be shown and the covers will cover anything that might be an issue,” Gene supplies.
Fine. We can do the whole pretend sex thing, but you better believe I am going to be thinking about Alex the entire time, seeing as he is my mate present.
“Don't worry; I will talk you through it. I am pretty sure we can make it enjoyable for you,” Alex assures me. Having pseudo sex doesn't seem that bad when you have someone you wouldn't mind having wild, hot monkey sex with talking you through it.
“Okay, the scene can take place, but we have to have clothing in between us down below. I am not that worried about my top half because as you can see there is nothing there, but I don't want his dick actually touching my nether regions.”
“We don't tend to shoot people naked, unless they have to actually do the act to make them seem believable. I am hoping you can come off as though you are really into the sex because otherwise we would need the real thing.” Seriously, if a girl cannot fake it, they make them do it for real? That is just wrong.
“Believe me, no one is going to find my performance lacking in any way. Let me call my double and see if she is willing to help out. She may have a conflict of interest, or something.” I take out my phone and wonder if Sam will make an issue out of Phee taking her clothes off. He is a bit protective of the girl, but if she really wants to do it, I doubt he could tell her no. I have taught her so well.
 
 



Chapter 17
The things I do to make it through a day
 
“I cannot believe I get to be in a movie,” Phee squeals as she runs over to wrap me in a hug. Sam follows close behind to pry her arms off me. Since I allowed him out of his jail cell and he and Phee have moved into an apartment at my place, he has tried to keep Phee reined in around me as much as possible.
“You did understand that they will only be shooting your back and you won't actually be talking, right?” I ask as Sam finally gets a hold on her.
“I know, but my name will be in the credits, yes?” she queries still hopping around.
“I suppose. I think they are going to do my talking scenes first and then you will come in for the last scene. You are all good with this, right, Sam?” It wouldn't serve us to have him rush into a scene trying to cover her up.
“Have you ever tried to tell her no?”
“Yes, and I tend to be successful when I do.”
“Then you are the only person in the universe that she listens to. I tried to get her to discuss it with me and she couldn't move me out of the way to get down here fast enough.” That sounds like my little Phee.
“So, she is your sister. No wonder you have a double running around,” Will says joining our group.
“I wish she was my sister,” Phee says with a big smile on her face. “We have questioned the parental units, though, and no such luck. We are just stuck with the same general short stature and long black hair.”
“You aren't related at all?” I am getting really tired of him asking questions. Can't he just go sit in a corner somewhere and only speak when spoken to.
“I am not a member of the royal family, unfortunately. That would be so cool to have all the other wolves look to you for leadership.” Okay, two people I never want to be alone in a room together are getting a little too chatty.
“Phee, we don't talk about politics in front of other people,” I say gently reprimanding her for speaking out of turn.
“Oops. I forgot. People aren't supposed to know you are the princess.” It just keeps getting worse. I should have seen this coming.
“Whoa, you are royalty? I can see I am going to have to step up my game.” Why does it seem to be impossible for men to think with the big brain?
“I am not royalty. Werewolves follow the Collective. The monarchy has been missing for decades,” I inform him, not that he really needs to know any of the details. “Phee, you say one more word and I will be cutting out your tongue with a silver knife. If the silver doesn't get into your bloodstream and kill you, you will be living the rest of your life without a tongue.” She does a quick gesture to show she is locking her lips and for now that will have to be good enough. “See Sam, that is all you need to do.”
“But she knows I wouldn't be able to follow through. It is going to get to the point where I have to bring all my issues to you to threaten her with punishment.”
Sometimes I feel sorry for the guy. Phee really could have used a mate that was a little firmer with her, but they make the cutest couple, if two people staring all googly eyed at each other doesn't make you vomit. It took a while, but I have stopped throwing up a little in my mouth every time I see them together.
“Why don't we get started on these scenes? I have an action packed night ahead of me and haven't had enough protein this afternoon.”
My willingness to start gets everyone moving. I am glad to see I can command complete strangers just as efficiently as I do my guards.
It takes two hours, but we make it through all the non-fake sex scenes. My script changes go over well and the most retakes we had for a given scene were five. None of which were my fault.
We are down to the last scene and I am ready to be done with this. The fake sex part is probably going to be the easy part of this because we are supposed to kiss and that is a bit hard to fake, at least for the shots they want to get.
“It will be easy. We will just implant a picture of me in your head and act it out between the two of us,” Alex says ready to help.
“Okay, we will see how it goes. You better be on your A game, wolf boy.”
“In the bedroom arena, I never bring less.”
We haven’t even done the full deed, yet, and I know that is true. He was gifted with a golden penis. That’s what he claims anyway.
Ready to get it over with, I take my spot and dive right in. 
“Detective Hursh, how can I ever thank you for rescuing me?” I say stepping in close to Will working hard to pretend he is Alex. Alex makes it easy on me and replaces Will with himself in my mind. This should make things straightforward.
“I can think of a few things I wouldn’t mind receiving in payment,” Will responds running his hand up my arm. The voice is off, but I am still seeing Alex, so I don’t try to remove the hand from his body.
“I don’t usually pay my debts in the bedroom.” The line is definitely not in the original script. It just had the slutty woman jump on the detective throwing clothes off as they went. Me adding my two cents makes Will have to improvise.
“You have to feel the chemistry between us. Don’t think of it as payment, just something that is meant to happen,” he replies leaning in for an exploratory kiss. His tongue remains in his mouth, which saves it from meeting my teeth. His lips are the smoothest I have ever felt, not that I have felt many, but they make me think of him constantly putting Chap Stick on.
He leans back from the kiss and I make up my next line. “I have heard a lot about your philandering ways; maybe I don’t want to be just another notch in your bed post.”
“You say the word and the bed is yours,” he says wrapping his arms around me to bring me flush with his body. “I think I love you.” I have taken as long as he is going to allow, it seems, and he crushes a kiss to my mouth. I can hear Alex growl softly, but he continues to work to make me feel like it is him locked with me in the intimate embrace.
Will starts pushing me towards the bed in the room, refusing to release our mouths. I feel my thighs hit something solid and that is his cue to start removing clothing. My shirt is ripped from my body. I thought he was supposed to just lift it up and over my head, but he must have decided to try out his own improvisation. 
I pretend to want his shirt off too and move my hands to the bottom to start the process. He stops me by slapping them away and his shirt quickly joins mine in tatters on the ground. Throughout the process, he hasn't removed his lips from my body. He has moved them to my neck where a makeup person spent a half an hour trying to cover up Sebastian's mark.
“Alex, a little more help. He is awfully handsy,” I say when I feel hands trying to get a hold of my breasts. Good luck with that.
“I am going to describe to you what our first time is going to be like as it coordinates with what numb nuts is doing to you. Now that you are shirtless, I cannot wait to get my mouth around your nips. Your breasts are the perfect size to fit fully in my mouth, so I start by sucking the left one in whole.” I have closed my eyes, but he must still be watching because that is exactly what I feel Will doing at this moment. “You taste so good, a little minty. I am going to focus just on the nipple now and roll it around gently with my tongue and test its firmness with my teeth.”
“Oh,” I moan out making the two-letter word into a five-syllable cry of happiness.
“That's it. You love how my tongue feels. Let's get you on your back and in the bed. I don't think I can spend much more time outside of you.” I am lowered to the bed and quick work is made out of removing my pants. I have skin colored leggings on underneath to keep my lady bits housed. 
“I can never get over how beautiful you look, so I have to take a second to stop and gaze at your beauty. The second is over and my pants need off now. My penis is swelling and fluid is already trying to escape, but I won't allow it because it is all for you.”
I am starting to think I should get him set up as a phone sex operator. We could make millions off horny homemakers wanting to take a walk on the furry side.
“Sadly, this movie doesn't call for all the foreplay I would want to bestow upon you if this was the real deal. I will have to be happy with reaching down in between your legs to make sure you have enough honey flowing that taking in my girth won't be a discomfort for you. Having done my job properly, you are good to go, so I move to position myself above you and slowly start pushing myself inside of you.” 
I feel Will on top of me and he must not have gotten the memo about us doing this slowly because he is thrusting his very hard shaft into my clothed lower half at an almost frantic pace.
“The boy doesn't know how this should be done. I am still working my way into you. Inch by inch I am driving you mad with excitement. You cannot wait to feel me fully wedged inside of you. Crap, it looks like Will is going to get off, literally, a lot quicker than I expected. He has no stamina, so we have to speed this up.
“I plunge in fully and give you a second, barely, to adjust before I start rocking our bodies to the motion in the ocean. Your walls are squeezing me tight and I can already feel them start to spasm.” I concur, spasming is happening. I don't know what noises I have been making after that first moan, but I bet the sound crew is picking up some really great stuff.
“That's it, just like that. I pick up the pace even more and start drilling you into the headboard. I am afraid you are going to have a couple of bruises in the morning. Not able to hold back any longer, I lean down and allow my wolf to the surface to give me the proper teeth needed for our mating. Once they are in position, I lick your neck releasing a mild numbing agent and bite down swiftly. The power of our completed bond rips through us and we both feel the connection lock in place as our orgasms pulse through our bodies.
“And that folks, is where babies come from,” he says completing our scene and I focus back in on the here and now to hear clapping on the set.
“That was perfect!” Gene yells walking into the cutaway bedroom to congratulate us. “If I didn't know better, I would be sure you guys were actually partaking in the act. You, missy, missed your calling if you are not doing this for a living. I think our Detective Hursh might have met his match. If this movie goes over as well as I think it will, you will be hearing from us about the next installment. I cannot believe we got all your scenes shot in just a few hours, with minimal takes. You are a natural, my dear.”
Will hasn't moved off me and is still panting heavily. It is kind of gross to think he just got off while dry humping me, but it is what it is. I push him off and climb off the bed.
“This was a onetime deal, so please lose my number. I am going to grab my clothes and then I have places I need to be. You can work with Phee on the shots you need to make sure my scars don't show up.” I am kind of hoping a tragic fire burns all evidence of me being in this movie. If I didn't need to stop The Enlightened idiots from killing another human, I would get to work on that.
The sun is hurriedly making its way past the horizon, so I follow suit in getting dressed just as fast. Within a minute, I am ready to go and we make our way back to the Suburban. When I get there, I open the back up and add a few more knives and a sawed off shotgun to my spine. It will be a little awkward driving with it, but we don't have that far to go.
 
 



Chapter 18
Mindless robot army included
 
The Enlightened have sectioned off an area on the north side of town for their idiotic meetings. They are believers that the werewolves should be the true leaders of this world and like to show their might by snacking on defenseless humans. I have heard it a million times before and it still makes me shake my head. I would love to see one of them take Sebastian on sometime. He could probably take a dozen of them out at once and not even break a sweat.
I pull up outside the building that is rumored to house their leader. By the number of people the Collective has sent to this address that never returned, I think the rumor is probably a fact. The leader is a dickhead named Sean Walker and I should have killed him years ago. Sadly, his name never came up on my target list. Since the assassins sent in never returned from their assignments, I have to believe he either killed them or they were converted.
I hurry out of the vehicle and up to the front door with the guards right behind me. Alex has been voicing his opinion on us just showing up like this and I have been tuning him out. This first meeting is just to have a little chat with the guy and see if he would be willing to turn over the guilty wolves. They are probably just some brainwashed kids, but I refuse to leave empty handed. He has the choice of them or him.
I pound on the door with all of my strength. The building gently shakes under my force. I am still tickled that I can cause that kind of vibration with my size. The door swings open the second my fist is removed. If I didn’t know better, I would think we were expected.
“Slaughter, he has been waiting for you,” a big burly guard-like man says opening the door wide for us to enter. It is nice they knew I was coming. The man isn't as big as Walt, but he is close. He is dressed in standard guard chic, a brilliant black on black ensemble. 
We follow him down a hall filled with ornate vases and famous paintings. I wonder if Sebastian has seen this place, he is big on artsy stuff. We stop, allowing the guard to throw open some ornate double doors. He motions us to enter the room. Is he nuts?
Not knowing what is beyond the doors, I slip the shotgun around so it is pointing in front of me. You can never be too safe around these psychos.
“That won't be necessary, my princess,” Sean Walker says from a throne perched on a bedazzled dais, and he calls me a princess. The dude thinks he is a king. It looks like he had a little too much fun one weekend with his arts and crafts project. There are way too many sparkles going on in this room. I step in closer and fight the desire to shield my eyes. I think someone is out to blind me after Hilda’s pastels and this. I may have to take to wearing sunglasses at all times.
“I think a gun is always necessary when one is dealing with you. Why have you set your recruits on the trail of the movie people?”
“Right down to business, I hear that is one of your best traits,” he says standing and making his way down to ground level to join us commoners. He is, thankfully, just dressed in a black t-shirt and matching cargo pants. You almost would expect him to have a crown and a robe. Maybe even a staff he could bang around on the ground while he orders his servants about.
“I hear people talk way too much about me. Are you going to hand the two over or are we going to have a fight about this?” I still have my shotgun trained on him. It won’t be leaving its target until we are safely back in the vehicle and down the road a ways. It may be hard to drive with it out, but I cannot trust Sean to not do something stupid.
“What kind of leader would I be if I did something like that? I hear you get furry now, you should join us and take your rightful place as my queen.” In a second, Alex is on him and Sean falls to the ground after taking a fist to the face. “Or maybe not. I heard you and Monroe were a couple, but I also have heard rumblings about you and deYork. Can't make up your mind?” he asks lifting himself up from the ground. I give Alex a mental high five for the move as he retakes his place next to me.
I don't get why my relationships interest everybody so much. Yeah, it is a little odd that I have two men in my life, but I still think they should just mind their own business.
“I will not be joining you and that is all you need to worry about. If you won't hand over the kids, I am going to need you to come with me.” I am sure it ain’t happening, but I have to say it nevertheless.
He laughs at my words. Again, not something I don't get every day. “I don't think you brought enough people to take me out of here by force and I will not come with you willingly.”
“I have only seen you and your butler. Are you hiding a mouse in your pocket that should frighten me?” I ask narrowing my eyes at him.
“No mouse, but there is more than just me and a single guard here,” he says and walks over to hit a button on the wall by the throne. Curtains that were blending in to the background begin to rise and reveal and auditorium full of his little minions. 
Looks like he is playing for a full court tonight. Against this many people, I would prefer to be in a more open space. There are way too many places they could hide that I am not aware of.
“You have twenty-four hours. Either turn them or yourself over by then or your little puppets aren't going to mean anything when I kill your ass,” I say and start backing my guys out of the room. Clyde is a little hesitant because he wants to play with all the other puppies, but I get him moving.
“I really think you should join us. With you on our side, overthrowing the Collective would be child's play,” Sean says advancing towards us slowly.
“I don't see how replacing one set of loonies with another will help paranorms, so I will continue to decline your invitation. When the Collective is overthrown, we will be looking for logical people to lead the different species. I don't think you would qualify.”
“Are you sure?” he asks getting even closer. What is wrong with him? I said we were leaving, why is he trying to get all close and personal?
“You need to step back,” Alex says trying to control his wolf. He is getting really frustrated and it won't take much more for him to turn. I don’t think punching Sean again will be as easily forgiven.
“You aren't feeling the desire to be one of us?” Sean asks finally stopping his advance.
“No. I am feeling the desire to leave this place before I see how good your minions are in a fight where they cannot shift into wolves.” Clyde can keep them all human for me and he isn't exactly nice about his methods. Rumor is it really hurts to have him make you shift back.
“You are wearing protection amulets, I presume. Very smart of you to put them on before coming here,” he replies and the wind has eased out of his sails. The jackass was trying to work some mojo on us. No wonder his ranks grow every day. I am going to have to get my hands on whatever he is using and destroy it. It seems his followers don't all have a choice on whether they want to be members; something is going to have to be done about that.
I will have to thank Hilda for making amulets that cover more than just succubi. I have to assume that is why whatever Sean has isn't working on the guys. Why it doesn't work on me is anybody's guess.
“I am not wearing an amulet, so you must not be as bad ass as you thought you were. We are going to leave now and my twenty-four hour time frame still stands. You will be seeing me soon.” Wanting to get out of here pronto, I push the guys from the room. I have to start making plans on how to lure the big bad wolf away from his robot army.
I don't want it to be taken as me running away from a fight, so my pace isn't a mad dash, but I am booking it speedily away from the scene. Chances are about fifty-fifty that we could have taken the hundred or so of them, but I don't really want to cause damage to my guys if I don't need to.
“That didn't go as expected. Who would have thought he used magic to recruit his members,” Alex says climbing into the Suburban next to me. I wait until everyone else is in their seats and start the ol' girl up so we can get on the road. 
When I put it in reverse, Sean's face appears in my door window. “I just wanted to reiterate my hope that you reconsider,” he says as I shake the surprise from my head. “We would make much better allies than enemies. My people would willingly follow you, even if we were not mated together like usual rulers.”
“Your followers will do whatever you want them to as long as you have them hypnotized. I bet most of them would be shocked at what they had to do to get in your little club.” With him out here alone, it is so tempting to just take out one of my knives and stab him a few times.
“I expect I will see you tomorrow, until then, my sweet,” he says and quickly runs away. He must have seen the gleam of his death in my eyes.
“So not what I was expecting,” I say backing up and continuing Alex's earlier train of thought.
“We have to kill him. There is no other way around this. If his groupies were doing it willingly, it would be one thing, but they aren't and the only way to separate them from his craziness is to cut off his head and take it bowling,” Alex says stating his opinion on the matter.
I have to say I like the idea of rolling Sean's head down the alley. Chances are it would be a gutter ball, but it would still be fun. I am going to have to see where the closest bowling alley is and whether it is paranorm or human run. I doubt the humans would enjoy my take on fun.
 
 



Chapter 19
Time to bring back the weekend bonfire
 
When we get back, Phee and Sam look like they are just arriving. Good. They didn't keep her too long. I didn't think to put a more permanent lock on her lips when I left her alone with the humans. I am afraid to find out what she let slip.
I would have liked to have a little time to calm down after the confrontation with Sean before I had to take in all that Phee is, but I never get what I want. Maybe if I just don’t get out of the vehicle she will go away. A quick glance in her direction tells me I am not going to get away with it. 
“Can we just send Clyde out to greet her?” I ask hoping I get answers in the affirmative.
“You know it won’t do you any good. She looks like she has been saving something up.” Alex says and opens his door.
“You are supposed to be on my side for everything, traitor.”
“You keep telling yourself that, Babe,” he replies laughing and joins everyone else getting out of the Suburban. I guess I am going to have to join them, even Clyde has jumped out.
“Oh. My. God,” Phee exclaims as I get out of the vehicle. “Wasn't that just the coolest thing ever? My back is going to be in a movie. I still cannot believe it. I have to call everyone. Aren't you super excited about being in the film? You actually got to speak during it and you were so good. Will couldn't stop talking about you after you left. I really think they are going to be calling you about the next one. Do you think maybe we could convince them that your character needs a sister? I would be perfect for the part.” I really hope she takes a breath soon.
“And oh my gosh, you will not believe it, but they invited me to this big cast party tonight. Everyone is going to be there and they said I could come too. Do you guys want to go? I am sure they wouldn't mind if you tagged along. You are the big star of the day. They said it was supposed to be dressy, so I have to go figure out which of my dresses to wear. I want to make a really good impression on them.”
I cannot take it anymore. She has put her hands on each of my arms and is jumping up and down. “Phee, breathe.” I switch who is holding who with our hands and get her to stop jumping. No sugar for a week for Phee. I am thankful they didn’t find a speaking part for her. “I am glad you are happy with the part you played, but take it down just a notch or two. Is the entire crew going to be at this party?”
“It sounded like that was the case. They aren't done shooting or anything; they just thought the day went so well that they wanted to celebrate.” They must not be used to their leading ladies being able to string words together to actually make sentences.
“Where is the party at?” I ask thinking this will be the perfect set up.
“Not far from the set. It's at...dang it I can't remember the name of the place.”
“It's at Bandits,” Sam supplies helping his girlfriend out.
“That's it. It is a bar, so I have never been there before, but I am going to make a special trip to hang out with the crew again. You should have seen it after you left. They treated me like a princess. I didn't have to do more than stand around with my top off for a few minutes and pretend to be kissing Will. He didn't even slip me his tongue at all. It was a little bit of a letdown after watching him practically maul you.”
Great. Remind me never to watch the movie. I don't particularly want to see myself mauled by a human. “How long before the party starts? I have some things I need to get together before then.” 
“I am sure it has already started, but they said it would be going all night, so just stop by anytime,” she says and finally detaches herself from me. “I am going to go get ready. If you are going too, do you think we could all ride together?”
“It would be best if you and Sam take your own car. I also need you to come up and grab some amulets to wear before you go and make sure you are both armed. I will probably be doing battle tonight, and I don't want you guys making your way into the melee without being prepared.”
I grab Clyde away from Walt and head upstairs to get their charms ready and arm myself properly. I want my triple holster on for this. I love my sawed off and all, but it doesn't carry enough rounds for its bulk.
“You think they will try to get to another one of the humans tonight?” Alex asks joining me. 
“I think Sean is going to want to try to flaunt his great power over us. I imagine at least one of his flunkies will be around causing problems. I want to make sure those humans make it through the night. The two deaths are already bad enough. We don't need the human government thinking they need to come in and police things for us. That will cause all sorts of headaches that none of us really need.”
“True, but I think that it would be a foolish move on his part if he went after someone so soon after meeting with us.”
“No one ever claimed he was smart. In fact, I would shout just the opposite from the rooftops. Humans outnumber paranorms about a bazillion to one. Pissing them off has no good outcome for us.” I have my holster in place and have switched out my knives to my favorites. I like to think of them as my lucky knives and if there is going to be killing done tonight, I am in need of a little luck.
“Fine. We will do it your way, as always. Do you think your miniature is ready yet? I know it only takes you as long as it takes to arm yourself to be ready to go, but I have a feeling she is going to take a little bit longer.”
I can just imagine the state of her room while she tries to pick out the perfect dress. “I will go hurry her along and take their amulets downstairs. I don't want to find her turned against me in battle. I could take her, but I don't like hurting the pipsqueak.” I hurry out of the room and to the elevator. Phee and Sam are two floors down. I have a secret passage that will lead me right to their apartment, but I tend not to use it. 
I have showed up a few times unexpectedly to do some sneak attacks just to see how they fight when they are caught by surprise. They still need a little more practice. The first time I tried, they both slept right through me climbing on their bed and hopping up and down. I was embarrassed to admit they were my students. I went around collecting their weapons and then found some ice in the freezer. The cold got them moving real quick. Needless to say, they have learned to sleep just a little lighter.
I arrive at their door and before I have a chance to knock, Sam swings the door open. He doesn't have to speak; the look on his face says it all. If Phee wasn’t his mate, he would be strangling her. I feel so sorry for him. He is a nice kid and Phee is a nice girl, but she would drive Millie nuts with all of her talking and that poor woman cannot hear a thing.
“Give me five minutes,” I say and push past him handing him a charm on the way to their bedroom. The view before me is pretty much what I expected. Hurricane Phee has been on a rampage. Clothing is thrown everywhere and don’t get me started on the number of shoes I see. This is bad.
“Sam, I think this dress makes me look fat. What do you think?” she asks coming out of her closet.
“I think it is impossible for anything to make your skinny ass look fat. What in the world is all of this mess?”
“Oh Nyx, good you are here. You can help me figure out what to wear tonight. It has to be perfect and none of those dresses work,” she says waving her hand in the general direction of Mount Dressia. I knew I should have burned all her girlie things when I took her under my wing. We wouldn’t be having this discussion if I was smart. There are a lot of stupid conversations I could avoid if I just went with my gut instincts.
“You are going to a party with a bunch of humans, why in the world do you care what they think about how you look?”
“Why wouldn’t I? They are famous. I know you don’t get into all the stars and glitter of Hollywood, but Will is really famous. If I didn’t have Sam, I would totally try to hit that.” Oh Lord, help me.
“I heard that Phee. You know I don't like it when you talk about other guys like that,” Sam yells from the other room.
“I was just joking. Lighten up,” Phee shouts back.
Both me and Sam know she wasn't joking one bit. I sometimes wish werewolves shared the unable to lie to your mate trait that vampires have. I think Phee would be changing her tune with a quickness. I know Phee loves Sam like she loves her Prada shoes that just went flying across the room. She is still young and just doesn't feel like she is ready to grow up. I haven't been a child since I was about five, so I don't really understand her thinking.
“Just wear what you have on. The purple looks great on you,” I tell her hoping to move her along.
“It is mauve,” she says enunciating it with emphasis on the O that isn't actually in the word. “It does look pretty good on me, doesn't it?” She moves back to her full length mirror and admires herself. Good. I have her on the right track. “Where did I put my Jimmy Choo wedges? They will help with the height issue.”
She goes back to frantically look through her piles of clothes. Why she cares if people think she is short is beyond me. I am finding a lot of things are beyond me lately. “Just grab a pair of shoes and let's go. Even though we are taking separate vehicles, I want us to arrive together.”
“Here they are,” she says triumphantly rising out of her pile with some scary looking things that I assume she considers shoes. They don’t look very practical to me. Any heel type shoes that I own double as a weapon. Whether they have actual blades hidden in them or are just nicely sharpened stilettos, I can use them to defend myself.
“Great. Here is your amulet. Put it on and let's get out of here.” Never again am I going any place with Phee if she is required to dress up. I wonder if I could convince Sam it was a good idea to “accidentally” start a fire in her closet. He is probably too whipped to go for it, but it is a thought.
 
 



Chapter 20
Lord, save us from humans on drugs
 
The ride to Bandits is a quick one. My foot is to the floor most of the way. If a human happened to get themselves killed while I was stuck waiting on Phee, she is going to be feeling my wrath. There are times I wish her and Jake were mates, so I could just lock them both in a room together and let them be two-year-olds. Most of the time, I realize what a nightmare the two of them banding together for anything would be and make sure they never spend time alone.
It looks like the movie crew must have walked over because there is a great spot with my name on it right in front of the building. There are humans spilling out into the street and they are in various states of undress, which has me a little worried. Alcohol doesn't have the same effect on paranorms that it does on humans, so ours tends to be a little bit stronger proof. I wonder if the bartender informed any of the crew about that fact. Judging by what I am seeing, it hasn't been mentioned.
“This does not look like my idea of a good time,” Jonas says from the back seat. No one has made a move to get out, yet. I think we are hoping that if we wait long enough everyone will be sober. They didn’t let me hide out from Phee, so there is no way they are getting out of going in that bar.
“We should probably make sure no one has wandered off alone,” I say and make my way out my door. “Come on, Clyde.” He jumps over the console and into my seat. I don't bother to put his leash on. If he can sober up some of these people by biting at their ankles, I am all for it.
The guys reluctantly get out and meet me in front of the Suburban. I don't know any of the people standing outside the building, so I push my way inside. I haven't been to Bandits before, but the sight inside is probably a little out of the norm for them. It reminds me of what I usually see when I go to Sins. The humans are getting freaky on the tabletops. This is bad.
“Thank God you are here,” a werewolf says coming up beside me. “They have been doing this for the last thirty minutes. There are so many of them that I didn't want to just wolf out and scare them away. I heard about the attacks and didn't want them running to the Collective.”
“I will take care of this,” I tell the man and make my way towards the bar. Will is the only person sitting there and he seems to be watching the chaos take place around him. “You aren't joining in?”
“Nyx, glad to see you are here. Things are getting a little out of control. I don't think most of these people thought about protection,” he stands up and goes to hug me, but quickly changes his mind. “I don't drink or do drugs, which is what is causing the scenes before you.”
 I am a little surprised to hear he is a good boy on those accounts, but I need to focus on stopping this. I motion Alex over to me and he helps me climb up on the bar. I take my Colt out and fire it into a table next to where Gene is banging one woman while snacking on another. I am glad I never got into the orgy scene.
The chaos pauses while everyone looks to see who is shooting at them. “Howdy guys. I hate to break your giant lovefest up, but this isn't the kind of business where public exhibition is allowed. We paranorms can get freaky, but we do it in our own homes or places that promote that type of thing.”
“But I am so horny,” someone whines from the back of the room. Gee buddy, I couldn’t tell.
“Then take your little party back to your trailer. I want to hear zips moving to the up position and I want to hear them now. I have enough bullets in my guns to shoot at least a third of you and then I have five knives that will go through your skin like butter, so make it quick.”
Everyone starts disengaging from what they were doing and I see a lot of crotch rubbing as people start heading towards the door. I think there is a little something more going on here than just an orgy to celebrate a good day of filming.
“What are they taking?” I ask Will since he is the only one that I think I can get an answer out of without being groped.
“Beats me. Like I said, I am not into that sort of thing. Some guy was in here passing out these little orange pills and people started popping them like candy.”
“Crap.” This is not good. “Everyone out of the building now,” I yell and start pushing our group towards the door. Someone was here passing out werewolf aphrodisiacs. I am pretty sure they haven't passed human clinical trials. Someone wanted everyone distracted and I can guess who that person is. You would think the humans would have learned by now not to accept candy from strangers.
We get everyone out of the building. I grab the people actually trying to run the place in all of the commotion and push them outside with no explanation. How their night was going so far, it isn't needed. The buildings next to Bandits don't smell like they are occupied, so I don't worry about running in to save anyone else. 
When everyone gets a block away, an explosion rocks the ground. Sean isn't playing around anymore. He wants to take the humans out in one fell swoop. Good thing I was around to rescue their stupid asses. Seriously, just taking something a stranger hands you at a party? What a bunch of morons.
“What was that?” I hear many people say as they start to pick themselves up off the ground.   
“That was someone getting tired of taking you out one by one. Everyone needs to buddy up and get back to your trailers. Groups of five or six are preferred. That will even give you a chance to work the aphrodisiac out of your systems. Just try to use rubbers this time.” We cannot let them breed more little humans that may inherit their brains.
“What are we going to do about our building?” the man that first asked for my help questions.
“You are going to wait here and in about five minutes Collective agents are going to storm the streets. Tell them it was The Enlightened and I am going to bring them back the leader's head on a pike.”
“What about me? Is there anything I can do to help? I really don't want to head back with the others right now,” Will says and I can understand where he is coming from.
“Unless you want to be bait, there isn't a lot I can have you do,” I say and contemplate how we are going to get across town. I am pretty sure my Suburban is now toasted. Judging by the interspersed popping I hear, I think the fire has reach my ammunition. I will mourn my girl later. Right now, I really have to focus.
“I am good at being bait. If it will help, take me with you.” It is an interesting idea, one that will most likely get him killed, but it might be a good way to draw Sean out.
“We will change to wolves and meet you there. You can fly him to the location. Clyde is fast enough to run with us, just meet us five blocks to the west of the mansion,” Alex says. Apparently he doesn’t mind using the human as temptation.
“Wait, fly me?” Will asks and before he can even ponder anything more I unfurl my wings, wrap my arms around his midsection, and take to the sky. My wings are strong enough to carry both of us, but it takes just a second to get the weight situated.
“Surprise,” I say loving the feel of the wind in my face. With this mode of transportation it will only take me a couple of minutes to get to the rendezvous spot.
“What are you?” Will asks clearly in awe.
“You still don't get to know. I have to tell you that this probably won't end well for you. Being in between me and a psychotic werewolf seldom ever does.”
“Believe me after today, I would die a happy man. You know you really nailed your scenes earlier. I know you are taken and all, but I wish you weren't. There is something really special about you, Nyx Slaughter.”
“That's what I keep hearing. Here, this is our landing spot. The guys should be here in another couple of minutes. They travel fast as wolves, but not as quickly as I do with wings.”
“Your wings are so pretty. I know it is dark, but they shimmer. What color are they?”
“They are gold and I am putting them away now,” I say as I wrap them up. 
“So, you are a princess to the werewolves and you have gold wings. Do you have a little bird in your blood somewhere?” he asks joking, probably trying to take some of the stress out of the situation.
“Not that I am aware of. I am a very special case.” I hear the guys’ paws getting closer and I turn to look at them. My pack of misfits is growing. It looks like Sam and Phee came along. I had forgotten they were even around. A bunch of humans having sex all over the place has that effect on you. I won’t even mention the giant explosion.
“I tried to stop them,” Alex says shifting. “You know how Phee is, though.”
“I couldn't let my big sis face the evil werewolf alone,” she says coming closer in her humanoid form.
“Sean has an army of at least one hundred werewolves that will do anything he tells them to. This isn't exactly the situation I wanted you to cut your teeth on,” I say knowing it doesn't make a lick of difference to the irrational teen.
“We got this one, so what's the plan?”
“Will is going to be the bait. I don't think Sean will be able to resist coming out to take care of a human walking on his property personally. The key will be for him to not get taken inside. If that happens we are screwed.” I turn to Will to give him instructions. “I want you to stand in the street and yell about how you know he is the one that has been killing your friends and you are going to turn him in. Just silly nonsense like that. We need him outside.”
“I can do that. You said his name was Sean, right?”
“Yes, but dickhead or asswipe will also do. The bad part is we will have to be far enough away that he doesn't sense us at first. He is a werewolf, so I doubt his sense of smell is all that good, but he can hear. We have to be able to take him by surprise.”
“Got it. Can I have something to try to protect myself? I know it won't do much good, but I would like to have something.”
“Here, take my Beretta. It has silver bullets and just one of them will kill him. He will probably sense you have it, but you having silver shouldn't surprise him. We will be about a block away and be able to hear your conversation. When I know it is him, I will be by your side in a second.”
“I trust you. Let's go get him,” Will says amping himself up for the mission. If I thought just me showing up would draw Sean out, I wouldn't risk Will like this. I give him directions on where to go and we move in.
 
 



Chapter 21
A space alien has taken over my body
 
“Don't worry. We will all get through this just fine,” Alex says from beside me. 
“You know I cannot help it. Not only do we have a human helping us out on this one, but little Phee is out there somewhere. If she keeps herself from gabbing while she is supposed to be listening, it will be a miracle.”
“Luckily, she can talk to Sam like we are now and not give away her location.” I still haven't confirmed that fact, but I am pretty sure it is true. They have a proper werewolf bond and if me and Alex can do it, those two should be able to.
“Hey asshole,” I hear Will start yelling. The games are already beginning and I am not sure I am ready. Something has me on edge. “Sean, I hear you are the one out killing humans. Just thought I would let you know I am going to the Collective to turn you in. I saw one of your flunkies passing out pills tonight at Bandits.” Things remain silent for a second, so he starts back up. “Hey, can you hear me? I think it is only right to give you fair warning.”
I hear a door softly open followed by someone running. “You know, little human, she thinks she is so smart, but yet she sends you who smell strongly of her weirdness. Her particular aroma is so unique I bet any paranorm can tell when she has been around. Even a lowly human like yourself could pick it up if you knew what to look for,” Sean's voice echoes through the streets. I immediately kick into motion with my gun drawn.
“I don't know who you are talking about. I heard rumors that you were the one gunning for us, so I came to verify them.”
“Cute. You are the lead actor in the human's little movie aren't you. I have done my research and you would have probably been last on my list to die. I have seen the way you look at her. I have been watching her for a while and it is the look I see on every male face that comes in contact with her. She is really something amazing isn't she?”
“You keep using pronouns and I have no idea who you are talking about,” Will says still buying time. I am about a hundred yards away when I see Sean grab him around the neck. Will has no chance of fighting back.
“Oh, I think you know exactly who I speak of. Nyx, it is nice to see you again so soon. I thought you gave me a full twenty-four hours,” Sean says as he squeezes his forearm across Will's throat. “It has been maybe two. I hope this means you have changed your mind about signing up with my team.”
“Let him go, Sean. This is between you and me.”
“You and me and the six other werewolves and the Hellhound you brought with you. I don't think this is between just the two of us at all.” He is right, but he needs to man up and lose the human.
“Let him go,” I reassert. He is using Will as a shield and I cannot get a good shot. I see Sam and Phee across the way and I shake my head no, so they don't take the shot either. There is too great of a chance it will go straight through him and hit Will.
“Why would I do that? I have everyone right where they should be. I just wish you hadn't given all of your wolves stinking protection against my crystal. It would have been so much more fun to turn you guys against each other.”
“No matter what happens, you get that crystal away from him,” I tell Alex as I start to weigh my options. This is why I hate bringing anyone in on my missions. When it is just me, I don't have to worry about casualties.
“You can count on it. What's our move?”
“Follow my lead, I guess,” I say and prepare myself for the very likely fact that someone isn't going to make it out of this. “Would you be up for a prisoner exchange?”
“Really? You are going to give yourself up for a human? You hear that boy; you actually made an impression on the great Nyx Slaughter. She is willing to die for you. That is kind of cute.”
“Enough talk, are you going to do it?” I don't need him making Will think he needs to protect me. I am a Hell of a lot more durable than him and I hope he realizes that.
“Remove your weapons first and then, yes, we can make an exchange. In fact, I think a lot of weapons should meet the pavement. Alex is the only one of you that I don't believe is carrying.” I never have figured out why my wolf beau doesn't tend to carry any weapons. He is the only one of us that has for sure been on the Collective's hit list and it doesn't even faze him.
No one moves as I start taking my holster off. “Go ahead. He hasn't called out any of his goons, so we should keep him happy as long as possible.” That gets everyone moving and I hear knives hit the ground. I remove my final thigh knife and call it good. “I am clean, how do you want to do this?”
“Good question. How about everyone other than Nyx move over to my right, where you are a good distance away from your armory. I know none of you will be slow to pick something up the second the human isn't in immediate danger.”
Everyone shuffles over to the indicated spot. “Okay, now let him go.” Will has had most of his oxygen cut off for a while now. That cannot be good for his brain.
“You come to me and once you are close enough, I will let him go.” Things are moving way too slow for my liking. I do as he says and move closer. I am standing in front of them and just before I am within reach, Sean pushes Will into me and I hear a gun go off. I glance quickly to see Sean standing there with the gun I gave Will.
“No!” I scream and fall to the ground with Will on top of me. The bullet passed through him and is lodged in my chest. I don't think it will be serious for my health, but Will won't be that lucky. I hear wolves growling and fighting, so I figure Sean is being taken care of. I sense more wolves than there should be, but not enough that I am immediately needed.
I roll Will off of me to try to get a look at the damage. “How bad is it?” Will whispers weakly. He spits up a little blood and I tear his shirt off to get a better look. I don't like what I find. 
“It is just your left lung; you have two of those, right?” I ask trying to make light of the situation. I use his torn shirt to try to press hard on his wound hoping to stop some of the bleeding. “The good news is that the bullet went right through you. It is tickling my rib cage as we speak.” Maybe not exactly my rib cage, but I can feel it in there. The bullet passed through his lower lung and hit me pretty high in the chest. 
“You guys have any good doctors around that can stitch me up?” Therein lies the problem, Night Owl City doesn't really have a need for an actual doctor. There are a few people that can remove bullets and sew you up, but I don't know of anyone that can fix a lung that is hemorrhaging like Old Faithful. My hand brushes his as I shift slightly with my compress. His hand feels like ice and I think that means things are starting to shut down. Crap.
“I don't think I could get you to anyone in time, even if they were able to help. This isn't exactly an injury common in paranorms. For us, the bullet is either non-lethal and we just heal ourselves or whatever it is made of works its way through our system and kills us.” 
“Well, like I said earlier, I am going to die a happy man. Our movie is going to make all sorts of money, since it stars a dead man. Not sure what they will do with the scenes I hadn't had a chance to shoot yet.” He starts a coughing fit and more blood is spit off to the side. “My mom should be left with enough money to make the rest of her life very easy.”
“Do you have any other family?” I ask trying to keep him talking. I don’t know if it is all that good for him with having had a bullet recently pass through his lung, but silence would not sit right with me.
“Nah. It is just me and her; it has been for a long time. She is why I do what I do. I want to be able to pay her back for all the sacrifices she made for me.”
“Why do you have to say sweet stuff like that,” I say sighing and regretting my desire to keep him talking. If he is going to die, it is a lot easier for me to just hate the guy. I mean, up until this moment he has been an oversized jerk. “I cannot believe I am going to offer you this, but I can probably keep you alive. You won't be able to go back to your old life, though. A lot of things will change for you.”
“I thought you said humans can't be turned into werewolves. If you are saying it is possible, I am game. I don't think I am quite ready to die, just yet. From what I have seen, the werewolves in this town get all the pretty girls.” His voice is getting even weaker. Before long, he won’t be able to talk. I have to hurry before he passes out. I don't want to make this decision for him.
“You won't be a werewolf. Chances are good that you would become a vampire. You will not be able to see the sun again for many years and your diet will greatly change.” I don't know if me being a hybrid will make it so I can change him or not, but it is worth a try. I cannot be sure exactly what he will become, either. Drinking my blood may change him into an elf.
“But I will be alive. I can figure things out later.” Well, I guess that is all the permission I need. I don't know exactly how this works, but Sebastian told me once when I had his blood in my system not to get myself killed, so I think that is the key. Will is knocking on death’s door; a little sip should be all he needs.
“Are you sure about this? I don't know what the ramifications will be. Shouldn't we talk to Sebastian first?” Alex says coming to join me in his human form. I give him a quick once over and he looks to be covered in blood, but not injured. I don't really want to take my eyes away from Will at the moment to check Alex out more thoroughly.
“Does it look like he has time for us to chat with Sebby?” 
At this point, my own blood loss is making me a little weak and things are a touch fuzzy. I know the bullet won't kill me, but it does take me a little while to bounce back. I lengthen my vampire fangs and bite hard into my wrist. With the blood flowing, I move my wrist over Will's mouth and let the red liquid work into his throat. He is beyond weak now, but I feel his throat move enough to swallow. 
I was afraid it might be too late for that. With the amount of blood that has poured out of him, it should have been too late. He seems to have a real fight to live in him and I hope that will be enough for whatever comes next.
I remove my wrist from his lips. What I have given him is the best I can do. My hazy mind is getting worse and a nap sounds good right about now.
“I will get you both home. Go ahead and sleep,” Alex whispers and I follow instructions.
 
 



Chapter 22
Two like forces drawn together
 
Waking up in my own bed and not remembering how I got here is one of my big pet peeves. These days it happens way more than it used to. There is another body in bed with me and it isn't Alex. I would find it more distressing if I didn't know that it was Will. His scent is different, so I am guessing the change actually worked.
“Any side effects I should know about?” I ask Alex who is sitting on the edge of the bed closest to me.
“His body has been having issues being too far away from you. I think it is just temporary because you don't have to be touching anymore. He hasn't woken up, but I hear that can take a couple of days.”
“Yeah, Sebastian told me that once. I take it you took care of everything with The Enlightened.”
“While you were busy saving a human life the only way you could, we were able to take care of Sean and about twenty of his wolves before we got the crystal away from him. Once he wasn't in control of it anymore the connection snapped and the rest of his followers stopped fighting.”
“Were you able to get them help before the Collective came in to execute them all?”
“I told them the situation and some came back with us and are currently residing in our holding cells. The rest scattered hoping to go back to their normal lives,” he reaches over and wipes a strand of hair out of my eyes.
“Anything else I should know about? How about injuries on our side?” It sounds like things are wrapped up nicely. Jake should be cleared and the humans don't have to worry about rogue werewolves killing them off.
“Sam hit the ground funny and dislocated his shoulder, but we snapped it back into place and he is as good as new and you already know that your Suburban didn't make it out of the explosion alive. There is a slight issue that I am not sure how happy you will be. After you had started the transformation with Will, I left you to help direct people where to go. When I came back not two minutes later, Clyde had gotten to you and was licking your bullet wound.”
“How do you like me now, you crazy bitch?” a strange voice says in my head. “I don't really mean it, Mommy. I just have been dying to say it.”
“You have got to be joking. Clyde was able to connect his weird bond?”
“Why are you asking him? You can just talk directly to me now,” Clyde replies and he pops his head up becoming visible by the edge of the bed. “I cannot believe how long it took me to get you alone and bleeding. You seem to find yourself injured so often that when I first came home with you, I thought it would be a piece of cake.”
“Oh, this just isn't right. You should not be able to talk to me. Make him stop, Alex.”
“Sorry, I think the only way that is happening is if you get him a new master and you would have to take a trip to Hell for that one. Just any old wolf or vampire wouldn't be able to control him.”
“Mmm. Someone is cooking some cow. I have to go investigate. Talk at you later, Mommy,” Clyde says and runs out of the room.
“You can hear what he says, right?” I ask hoping I am not losing my mind.
“Through you, yes. Maybe at least now he can tell us what he can do. He was pretty wicked in the fight tearing apart wolves and commanding even more into their biped forms. Do you know anything about siring a vampire?” he asks changing the subject. He lies down next to me and draws me in close. 
“It would have been a good idea for me to know that kind of information before I went through with this, but I know nothing. I have no clue what is going to happen. I didn't even know for sure if I was doing it right,” I say as I wrap my arm around him.
“Why did you do it then?”
“I don't know. He didn't deserve to die and I couldn't let him if there was a way I could prevent it. I have no problem killing bad guys, but he was an innocent. I knew going into the standoff he was going to be vulnerable, but I couldn't tell him not to help. If Sean wasn't stopped, more people would have died,” I think in the not so distant past, I wouldn't have had an issue with an innocent dying, but my life has changed so much lately that it just didn't feel right.
“I am sure he will be grateful for what you did. He gave his consent. It was clear he wanted to live if it was possible. It would be helpful if any of the vampires were around to answer our questions. We may work together for a common goal, but I am still not aware of all the things that make vampires tick.”
“Hey, I am part vampire and I don't have even half of the answers as far as they are concerned. I don't know everything about wolves, either, but you and Walt fill in the blanks pretty quickly. You know there is something you haven't ever really gone into detail about. Why don't you ever talk about your family?” I am curious after hearing Will talk about his mother briefly.
“There isn't much to tell. I never knew them. Like you, I was raised as an orphan. I still haven't found out who my parents are or were. Your father arranged a home for me and I was trained since I was a child to fight, just like you.”
“Why have I never heard that little detail?”
“We haven't ever talked much about me, other than our little twenty questions games. We spend most of our time in the present,” he says and leans down to kiss my head.
“I would like to hear more. Do you talk to your foster parents? They have to be better than mine was. How about siblings, do you have anyone you grew up with?” I move away from him slightly, so I can get a good look at his face while he talks. Will remains unmoving next to us and I put the vampire issues all on the back burner.
“They weren't really touchy-feely type parents. They were just there to make sure I was fed and got an education. They weren't mean or anything, but it never really felt like home to me. When I turned sixteen, I left and made a name for myself fighting against the Collective. Back then, I was happy just killing people I could confirm as one of the bad guys. I had heard my foster parents say something about the Collective making me an orphan, so I took my confusion out on anyone I could find.
“Not everyone I killed in those days deserved it. When my teenage rebellion wore off, I realized I couldn't keep doing what I was doing. I eventually got more involved in your father's resistance. By that time, he had joined forces with Sebastian. Sebastian took care of the vampire part of it and your father put me in charge of the wolf part.
“If I would classify anyone as a sibling, it would be Jonas. He helped teach me when I was young. He trained me and never let me give him any lip. He has always been the first to defend me when I do something stupid and would give his life for mine, just like I would for him.”
“I always knew there was something more between you guys than him just being your bodyguard. It sounds like our lives have been pretty similar. It's odd that we ended up together as mates.”
“I think it makes perfect sense. No one would understand us as much as we can. I know you have found your father now, but the backbone of our upbringing was the same. Enough talk about the past, let's get some protein in you. You lost a lot of blood and Sebastian isn't handy to replenish you. You could try putting a straw in me, but that is something I think Sebastian would like to keep between you two.”
“Good idea. Is it okay for me to leave the bed?” I ask rolling over to get a look at Will. He doesn't look any different. He didn't instantly get pale or somehow change his features like some vampire lore claims.
“We might as well give it a try. I don't want to think about him being glued to you for the rest of our lives,” Alex responds and rolls out of bed.
I follow suit and find myself still in the clothes I was wearing earlier. That is a little surprising, but sure enough there is a small hole where the bullet burrowed through.
“Your body actually expelled the bullet this time, so we didn't have to dig around to remove it. It is what happens to a normal werewolf if the bullet isn't silver. Since the silver doesn't bother you, your body finally did what it should.”
“Just how long have I been out?” I ask happy to hear my body is finally doing something somewhat expected.
“Just forty-five minutes, nowhere near as long as the last time.”
“Well, next time someone tries to shoot me I won't be so hesitant to just go after them if I can heal that quickly,” I say skipping ahead of him in search of food.
“Bite your tongue. I still prefer you not getting shot in the first place. One of these days, me or Sebastian will get injured and you will know what it feels like for us.”
It would take one bad motherfucker to severely injure one of them, so I am not too worried about that ever happening.
“Nice to see you up and about, niece. You gave me a little scare, but the rest of the guys assured me this was a usual way for a case to end for you.” Walt is sitting in the chair while Jake is on the couch. Jonas must be in the kitchen with Demon Dog.
“The rest of the guys don't know what they are talking about. The only other time I have been shot was a weird fluke of a thing and as far as I know we never did figure out who fired the second gun.” I glance around the room again and I am shocked to find the mouthy one missing. “How did you get rid of her?”
Alex laughs. “Sam finally took control of the pants in their messed up family. He demanded that she leave to allow you some time to rest. He also convinced her that she didn't want to be around in case Will woke up and was hungry. The idea of a blood starved baby vampire really got her moving.”
“About time the kid finally took over.” I will have to give him a big pat on the back the next time I see him.
“Go ahead and take a seat, Princess. I will bring your steak out to you,” Jonas calls out.
“You don't have to, I am able to walk just fine,” I holler back, but go ahead and sit down. 
“If you need to run back in to comfort Shaky it is probably good to not get too far away,” Jonas replies and hands me a plate. Clyde waddles in and sits at my feet. I just glare at him refusing to accept that he can now talk to me. 
“I can read your thoughts, too,” he says with a grin. Screw me ten ways to Sunday. That is just wrong.
“Ignore him and eat. You have had a busy day and even with your little nap, I think you will be crashing before too long,” Alex says as he sits and drapes his arm across the back of the couch. Just him mentioning the day I have had makes me sleepy. I make short work of my food and lean into him after I put my plate on the coffee table. “Nyx says good night, guys.” Alex puts one arm behind me and another under me and lifts me from the couch.
“Sleepy time,” I mumble as he carries me off to bed.
“That's right, honey. We are going to get a nice night’s sleep, so we can welcome Sebastian home tomorrow. I cannot wait to see his reaction to you creating a new vampire.”
 
 



Chapter 23
Dreams are starting to really piss me off
 
I am dreaming again. Sebastian is sitting up in the bed and doesn't seem to be tied down anymore. Nothing else in the room seems to have changed. If he isn't bound, I wonder why he isn't walking out of here. It isn't like him to just sit around and wait for the cavalry. He seems to be mumbling to himself, a clear sign the bitch from Hell is driving him insane.
“Nyx, if you are here, I want you to know how sorry I am. I promised you this wouldn't happen and just look at the state we are in.” I feel his pain, not literally, but from a source right in the center of my chest. I move over to the bed to be closer to him. I try to sit down next to him and it doesn't work, so I remain standing, kind of hovering nearby. “You mean the world to me, my love. I am not giving up and I know you won't either. We will be together again and I will never leave your side.” If this horrific event comes to pass, you can be assured I am going to make sure he sticks by that statement.
The door opens as he finishes his speech and then slams shut. The she demon has arrived. What I wouldn't give to be able to claw her eyes out right now.
“I cannot believe you mated with that thing,” she screeches and walks over towards the bed. She attempts to slap Sebastian, but he grabs her wrist and twists her arm. After a brief tussle, she breaks free and stalks to the other side of the room.
It would be handy if I could figure out exactly where we were. Since I am having another one of these dreams, I have to assume she still somehow gets to Sebastian, even with his guards in place.
“I actually talked to her today. I wasn't going to, but when I found out what she was I couldn't believe it.”
“I assume you mean you know what her third nature is. Would you care to enlighten everyone in the room?” Sebby asks her.
“You don't know? Why would you bond yourself to her if you didn't understand what you were getting yourself into? That is beyond stupid and I have never known you to be that. Do you know how messed up things would have gotten for you if I didn't get to you first? By the time this is over, you may just be thanking me.”
“No matter what she is, you have to see now that you are not going to be able to break our bond. Let me go and I promise we will not hunt you down and kill you for the damage you have caused.” Sebastian doesn't touch on the stupidity claim or what I am. I really need to be allowed to speak at a time like this. I have all sorts of questions for the bitch.
“I originally planned to just kill her and hope that you would remain alive when the bond shattered into a million pieces. She didn't know what she was either, so she cannot be twenty-three, just yet. The power coming off of her indicated that birthday wasn't too far away, though. That doesn't give me a lot of time. If I allow it to pass, there will be nothing on this earth that can separate you two.”
“That is great news. Does that mean you will let me go now?” Sebastian asks with a lot of fake hope laced through his voice.
“Unless her birthday is tomorrow, I still have time. As her power ramps up, it will be more difficult than killing a regular vampire, but I have some tricks up my sleeves and I am pretty sure I have an ace in the hole. Yeah, that is a better plan anyway. You are going to feel that bond of yours unravel. Then when you are free from the wretched thing, you are going to find yourself so in love with me that you will live to service my every need. The things I am going to make you do would humiliate you now, but by then you won't care.”
“You are a heartless bitch and would be wise to give up this dumb vendetta of yours. So what if I was able to resist you? I doubt very highly that I will be the last person to do so.”
“It isn't even about that anymore. I want to destroy this great love you have. It is the only thing that will make me truly happy.” God, this woman is a nut job.
“Well, I would say I wish you luck, but, of course, I don't. If you have nothing else of interest to say, I will ask you to leave me alone.”
“Why, so you can pine over your precious abomination? That's what she is you know. Someone like her shouldn't exist. Me killing her would actually be a good thing for the world as a whole.”
Sebastian just lays back and closes his eyes.
“Fine. I will leave, for now, but when I come back I will bring you a fun surprise.” She gathers herself and rushes out the door slamming it again behind her.
“She really is a pain, love. I know you are here now. Knowing about the dreams you have had, allows me to know when you visit, or at least gives me general ideas. The dreams really are future events and I am hoping you can get to me before you have too many more. Nothing she threatens to do is all that terrible, so don't worry about me. She cannot kill me even if she tried. You will probably feel a little pain from time to time, but we will both live.
“So far, you haven't had a dream where you ride in to rescue me, but I don't think it will be too much longer. I have been a prisoner here for just a few days and I know how quick you are to pick up a trail. She has the door charmed making it impossible for me to get near it. I know you have wondered why I don't try to escape. As you can see there isn't anything I can really tell you about where I am other than the fact I do believe I am still in Emerald or possibly back in Night Owl.”
Good. I will be able to focus my search if I cannot prevent it all from happening in the first place.
“Since I have you here for at least a little while, let's discuss you siring a vampire without talking to me about it first. I understand you cannot defend yourself if I yell at you, so I will try to keep it to a minimum. Making the actor one of us is not something I would have recommended. When you become a sire that new vampire is going to be dependent on you for the rest of your life. It isn't something you can just walk away from.
“You didn't get the chance to experience what it is like to be a baby vampire, but it is going to take a lot of hand holding on your part. The change in lifestyle can be very unnerving and you will have to remind him to not go out in the sun. When we first turn, the sun still calls to us and it can be difficult not to listen. In his case, he is safe in the penthouse, as the windows are all specially tinted. He should be able to get his glimpses of the sun and not walk out to become roast beef at high noon.
“Thankfully, he will not need to share your blood to survive. Okay, that is wishful thinking on my part. I cannot really say for sure one way or the other. It rarely ever happens and I am hoping your different natures will cause him to seek out his own nourishment. For all I really know, he will become some weird new kind of vampire that likes steak as much as you and can maintain his tan from the get go. I don't recommend testing the sunshine part of that, but if he gets hungry, see if a steak doesn't appeal to him.”
I really wish I could talk back to Sebastian. Being able to touch him would also be greatly appreciated. He said he wasn't able to leave the room, but I wonder if I am able to wander about. Before I can test the theory, Candace returns and she is carrying a whip. This is going to hurt. 
She walks in and cracks the whip on the floor. It is the kind that has multiple little tails coming off it. I am pretty sure it is called a cat something or another. Her tails look to be lined with metal, silver if I had to guess.
“How do you like my new toy?” she asks Sebastian who refuses to acknowledge her. With her having a punishment device, I am not sure that is the best move on his part. “I said, how do you like it?” she asks again and sends the whip's tails crashing into Sebby's chest.
I don't feel any pain, but I imagine I might in a few days. Sebastian doesn't even wince at the sting of the metal against his shirt.
“It is the perfect toy for a sadistic lunatic like you. I fancy you don't get to use it often, since you are mostly trying to sweetly lure men to their deaths.”
“You would be amazed what the men this day in age are into. Over time, there has always been a freak here and there that enjoyed a whipping every now and then, but nowadays they have multiplied and they don't stay hidden in the dark corners of society.” She lets the whip go again and this time I see just a slight wince.
“I am sure it was your kind that helped with the great sexual revolutions that have happened over time. The more you get society as a whole interested in sex, the less strange it will be for them to find your victims left for dead in awkward sexual positions.”
She hits him again and I am starting to wonder how he can win this game. If he doesn't talk, she whips him. If he does talk, only smart comments come out of his mouth causing her to yet again use the whip. It really is a no win situation for him.
“Do you know how much it excites me to cause pain? I need sex to live, but adding pain to the equation is what really gets me off. Humans cannot take the punishment like us paranorms, so I tend to stay away from them. One time I cut a werewolf's penis off while he was giving me oral sex, just to see if it would grow back,” she says and strikes again. 
“It did, by the way. I probably ended up removing it three more times before I finally tired of him and finished the job. When I do things like that, I keep the guy in my thrall, but allow the pain to register in their head. They get the perfect mix of pain and pleasure and by the end of our time together they are begging for me to inflict my special tingles.”
She seems done with her little speech and starts just wailing into Sebastian. He refuses to make a noise and takes the lashing like the brave man he is. It hurts me to watch, but I refuse to turn away. I may not feel the blows, but the ache in my chest continues to grow and it is getting unbearable. 
 
 



Chapter 24
Vengeance will be mine…just maybe not today
 
 “Wake up, Nyx,” Alex says shaking my body. I come awake instantly. Stupid dreams. If these are how Sebastian gets glimpses of the future, I don't want any part of them. 
What I want to deal with is killing the whore trying to make Sebby's life miserable. I think I will find that whip of hers and come up with some creative ways to turn the tables on her. The whip is probably too soft for my liking, though. I really need to get on that reading up on how to kill a demon. There is no way she is going to be living through this.
“I need to call him,” I say reaching for my phone. When I get through it just goes to voicemail. Double fuck. I try to reach for him and I am met for the first time with walls.
“Maybe he is just in the middle of a big negotiation or that Alan guy has challenged him and they are fighting it out. A distraction at a key moment in battle would be dangerous for him,” Alex suggests being a good mate and trying to walk me back from the ledge. 
Either of those suggestions could be true, but it is a lot more likely that a succubus got past all his defenses and is now kidnapping him. She may even already have him and he is trying to keep me from flying in to try to rescue him. As protective as he is where I am concerned, I could see him sacrificing himself if we didn't have a solid way to handle her in place.
“I don't know. I had another one of those dreams. I don't think whatever protection he put in place is going to stop her. She still somehow gets a hold of him and hides him in a place that he cannot tell me about. I don't think it is that far away because she said she had paid me a visit, but she is a demon. She could very well be hiding him in Hell somewhere and I haven't had a chance to stock up on sunscreen. He didn't think that was the case, but I am not prepared for it if it is.” 
Now the succubus is pushing me over the mentally stable cliff. She seems to have that effect on people.
“Calm down. You said when you first saw him he was injured. You haven't felt any pain, so she hasn't gotten to him. Let's fly over to Emerald Town now and check things out for ourselves. Then he can explain to you how you are just overreacting.”
“I like that idea. I am still dressed, so all I need to do is grab Clyde's leash and we can go. I don't even want to bother with packing clothes.”
“Good. We have a plan,” he says and helps me out of bed.
“Where is the fangy one?” Ben asks popping in unannounced as usual. He is wearing a pin striped suit. It is black with dark gray stripes and he has paired it with a royal purple neck tie. Very classy, but I don't have time to sit down and chat with him. Maybe he will have some ideas for how I can kill Candace. Demons should come equipped with the knowledge of their own destruction, right?
“He is still over in Emerald Town for the big vampire conference. He is supposed to be back tomorrow, but we are actually heading there now to meet him,” I reply. I would have thought the demon was up-to-date on all paranorm news. He would be if he bothered answering when I called for him.
“Then we don't have much time. Grab your weapons and I will flash you over there,” he replies and I now notice just how agitated he is. This cannot be good. Sebby isn't answering his phone and Ben seems to be up in arms about something. I didn't think anything could cause the demon to worry.
I start putting my weapons on and by the time I get the holster thrown over my shoulders, I say, “Take me there now.” I don't care what has alerted him to trouble. I knew something was going to happen and I am afraid my worst fears are coming true. Sebastian promised he was protected, but that bitch must have gotten to him.
“Wait just a second,” Alex says speaking up. “You cannot just go off with a demon like this. How will I know if you actually end up where he says he is taking you?” I halfway agree with him, but this is potentially all of our lives that are in danger here. 
If Candace gets her way, I will be killed and no matter what she thinks, the guys will most likely go with me. Ben has already hinted that our connection strings are too strong for there to be any other kind of ending.
“We better take wolfy too then. You might need him and we don't have time for all this chatter,” Ben replies quickly grabbing both of our shoulders.
I feel the air around us shimmer, followed closely by a horrible stabbing pain to my right side. If this transfer was going to hurt, he should have warned me. We seem to have shifted somewhere else, but my side is still hurting and I collapse to the ground. That mode of transportation is not for me.
“We are too late,” I hear Ben say. I fight through the pain enough to look up and take in our new location. We are in a banquet hall that looks like it has been ransacked by a giant, or possibly a tornado. Tables are thrown everywhere and I see at least three fires burning. If it had been clothing thrown around I would have been blaming Phee.
There are vampire bodies everywhere. Some look like they are trying to stand, but others look like they are in really rough shape. What could have taken on this many vampires and actually came out the victor. I don't see it being just one lowly succubus. I don't know what they have for offensive weapons, but I doubt it is this.
“Sebastian!” I yell frantically looking for any sign of him. The pain is still constant and I have a feeling I know where it is coming from. In my first dream, there was a cut on Sebastian in the same location. Alex just reminded me about it and I am sure the Hell feeling it now.
“My queen,” I hear Marcus' voice say quietly from somewhere in the room. I run towards the sound and it takes me a few seconds, to move a table out of the way, which reveals Marcus practically shredded. The other bodies I passed looked like they were just knocked out, but Marcus went hand-to-hand with something. I really hope the other guy looks just as bad.
Marcus looks like a person with knives for fingers had a grand time rearranging his skin. I don't think it will kill him, but he has to be weak from the fight. I wonder if Sebastian thought ahead to have food available in case something like this happened. He is usually good about planning for the worst-case scenario.
“Marcus, where is Sebastian?” I ask wanting to comfort him, but afraid to touch anything. 
“Gone,” Marcus replies softly not moving a muscle.
“Gone? What do you mean gone?” I say wanting to shake the information out of him. I notice that my pain isn't as sharp anymore and it has dulled, but I don't have a clear connection with Sebastian to ask him any questions. His place in my mind is still walled up. Whether it is his doing or someone else's, I do not know. Our bond is supposed to be unbreakable and I doubt Candace has even learned that part yet.
“They took him,” Marcus answers before his body relaxes into unconsciousness.
“Who did this?” I ask standing and turning towards Ben. He seemed to know what was going on and I want answers now. I am positive Candace could not have caused this destruction alone.
“I don't know. I overheard some demons talking about someone hiring disreputable beings for some big vampire hit. I figured if it was a vampire hit, your boy toy would be the most likely target. I guess I was right.” 
“It is your kind that did this, you better be prepared to fix it,” I say taking my anger out on him. 
“I am at your service. Let me go ask around and find out what is being said in the grapevine. I am sure news of the strike has to be on everyone’s mind.”
“You go and bring me back answers fast. I am going to have to try to make sense of what happened here and coordinate getting help for anyone injured,” I say as I look around and try to figure out where to start.
“I will be back before you know it,” Ben answers and then disappears.
“Nyx.” I hear Dante say as he stumbles to us. He doesn't look like he is in as bad of shape as Marcus, but he has been sliced and diced. “We tried to stop them, but they overpowered us and took off with Sebastian.”
“Who?” I ask wanting to put names to what I am going to kill.
“The ones that we fought and took Bastian were Kurkua. I think there were also a few Shagles based on the condition of the room.”
“Neither species is familiar to me. What exactly are they?” I am going to need to consult with the books not only on how to kill Candace, but on methods that would work on those two things as well.
“They are both lower level demons. Kurkua can turn their fingers into blades, as you probably already guessed. The Shagles can control wind and used it to subdue the rest of the vampires,” Dante informs me. Great. More demons. “I am going to go get some help for Marcus. If we are going to go after Sebastian, we are going to need all the help we can get. I will see if I can find Smitty, but he has been missing for a lot of this weekend.”
“I want Marcus up and kicking as soon as possible, so please hurry,” I say and he is off before I even finish speaking.
“Don't worry. Sebastian is the toughest son of a bitch I know,” Alex says wrapping his arms around me. “We would know if he was dead and clearly he isn't. You have seen that much and you know we have time. She doesn't want to kill him before she causes trouble between the two of you. We will find him and you will be able to torture and kill whoever caused this and the bitch behind it all.”
Oh, you had better believe someone is going to die over this, probably many someones. No one takes my Sebby and lives to tell the tale.
 
 
THE END
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